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rar PREFACE 


I UR Bleſſed Saviour” 1mme- 


IF clately before He went out to 
Suffer, Sung an Hymn, and bis i - 
ciples Sung with Him ; After | 
Af, cenſron into Neves, the 2 les 
Sung the Praiſes of God, an aughy 
Others to do ſo, After Them, the 
Primitive Ehriflians Sung ; And fo 1 

muſt the Chriſtians of this Time. 4 
For if theſe ſhould bold their Peace, \ 


{ che Stones would immediately Cry 


out: Should we be Silent, even the © 

 Heathens might ſhame us: ' One ry 

whom / aid former ly to his Friends, 

fl 1 was a Nightingale, I would Sing 

| like a Nightingale; Butnow Lam 
a Man 1 will Sing thePraiſes ofGod 


as long as] Live; And F would 
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A ® have: 
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THE PREFACE. 


i| have you to Sing with Me! Sin 
j| .2»e then heartily to our good Ged,as i 
|| ever becometh us, So dear tous ſhould 
| the Concernment of Gods Honour be 
thas we ſhould Solemnly own hisGeod. 
|. neſs,, Power and Wiſdom, even: in\ 
| thoſe Marks of His, wherein we have® 
{|| no Special Intereſt , For thiz:we have | 
| $he Example of Holy David and | 
!| Others, Butif-we have not. attained, 
| roſo Divine a Frame, yet me'ſhould'\ | 
. atleaſt praiſe God for. our own, Mer |, 
| cies; Which are ſcarce Mercies, \ 
| Ycarce our own, if they be not. thank- 
F ully, ack knowledped to Him that gave : 
'| Them: . Some of which are. taken \ 
WV ice of in the Firft Part of the 
Fi Book. But who can expreſs the 
I hs dts & the Lord, 07 ſhew 
© 
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T H E:P R þ F At c E. 
in forth all his. Praiſe ,f 


711 Solemens Song T91,1 j RAN" ? 
ly Diſcourſe . betwixt Chriſt and Els 

f Church; ind 0, how He, Loves her! 
a 4 How He extols Yor Haw Fe admires 


# Her | How herejozces in Her! Tras 
4 a thing which cannot be duly tho ughe 
4 upon without. am\Holy Movidhment i 

d 1 As is His Majeſty [o is,tns ; Mercy,ſo! 
7 15 bis,  Lave,bis Foy. Henceit i is. that: 

d\) the day of his Efponſals (8 day that: 

' Crown'd his Church with Infinite 

fs Hoppineſs )it. « Styled the day of rhe 

” Gladneſs of f his Heart, Ches.11.... 

* * Inthe Perf i on I. Lookd at the 
Fords . Int e \Parapbraſe at the 
| Spiritual Senſe ; In the whole at the 
2 Edificaticon of thoſe who Love Our. 
| Lord Feſus Chriſt in Sincerity. 


Work 


= 6” THE PREFACE. 
Worthy i ts the Lamb that was 


A $lainto receive Power,and Riches, 


X 
fe 


| and Wiſdom, and Strength, and 4 
| Honour, and Glory, and Bleſſing. ® 
Let Hheiven and Earth Praiſe 3 
l _ Let Saints and Angels praiſe 7 
|:* Let Gods Hol yChurch through. | 
'out all the Wor] Praiſe Him, [et 1 
| all tbe Tongues and Tribes of the 1 
| Farth Praiſe Him, Lee Time Praiſe 
Him, Let Frernicy praiſe Him; Let © 
| our Lips and Lives praiſe Him; Let | / 
|| eur Soules praiſe Him ; 4nd O f 
| may they be a Praiſe to rhe Riches of i 
| Hh Grace for Ever / L 
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THE 


ſrt co fENT S * the 
| "Furlt Part; + 


General $ ong of Praiſe to Anighty 
God. 


IE. Another. 
*q Il. 4 Song of Praiſe ſor Credition, 
IV. 4 p44 of Praiſt for Preſervation: 
V. A Song * Praiſe for Prowiften, 
FVI. A Song of Praiſe for ProteCtion; 
}VIL 4 Song of Praiſe for Health, 
" "3 VIII A Song of Praife for F amily- Proſperity; : 
; bay A. Song of Praiſe for good Succeſs in. 
 ; Honeſt Affairs. 
- | dx. A Song of Praiſe for the Morning. 


: XI. 4 Song of Praiſe for the Evening: | 
| ;, ' XI.4 Song of Praiſe for the Birth 1 : 
f XFll..4 Song of Prod for Chriſt. 
* XIV. A Song of Praiſe for Redemption.) 
' XV. A Song of Praiſe for the Goſpel,  6'Y 
y XVI.A Song of Praiſe for a Goſpel-Miniftryj 

 XVILA Song of Praiſe for H. Baptiſme, WT 
X VII. ASong of Praiſe for the LordsSuppet. 
XIX.4 Song wy Praiſe for the Lords Day. | 


XX. Another, 


XXI, 


a LDBSc 24. nee. 4. A EX. AAR Rn. 4s 6. 
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\ The CONTEN 'T S, th 
dl _ 4 Song of Praiſe forthe Patience. fGed 
XXILA4 Soup of Praiſe for thePardon of Sin Ry 
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XXII 4 Song of Praiſe for Trace of; _ | 1 


| ſriencc. & 
[XXIV. A Song of "rg for Foy in the H: - 
| Gboft. +: __ | 
IRXXV.A Song. of Praiſe for Grace: Y- 


G | 


I XXVI_ 4 Song of Praiſe oe _ f j 
| Prayer,o. We 
IX XVII. A Song of Praiſe oe Dilioirecie | 
"fron Enemnes. 
XX VEE. 4 Song of Praiſe for Delivaency 
| from Spiritual Troubles, 
|XXIX. 4 Song of | Praiſe for Deliverance 
| fromimminent danger of Death. 
|XXR.A Song of Pruſe for.theHope ofGlory 
\ {XXXI. A Song of Praiſe ColleSed out of 
|| * the Bookof Pſalms. 
RX X11, Azotber. 
XXXI!IL A Soxg of Praiſe Collefied- from 
the Doxologies in the Revelation of 
Saint John, 


—_ 
7% 
- 

b 4 


- — — —— WO 
—  — 


_ - — 
DOD eo ee ———_ * = —_ 


SONGS 


(1) 


1$2932288'29 SSOP. 
—_ OF PR AISE 


"If 
C3 


| | 


MIGHTY GOD, 


on Several Qccasons. 


L 
Up 


| I A General —_ gf Pale to. 
Almighty God. - 


\ 
þ OV ſhall I Ns that Majeſtic 
V Vhich Angels do Admire ? © 
A. 4 LerDuſt io Duſt and Silence Lies 
S10g, Sing, ye Heav'uly Quire. | 
Thouland of Thouſapds ſtand Around 
Thy Throne, O God, moſt High ; 


Ten Thouſand times Ten RY fund? 
 Lhy Praife 3 Bur whoam]I ? 
"—_ | 


Thy. 


Songs of Pzaiſe 
© 


| Thy Brightnels nnto them appears, 
| WhilſtTthy Faotlteps trace. Ny) 
| | A Sond of God comes to my *Eares, ' 
Bur they behold thy Face, 
| They Sing becauſe thou are their Sun, 
Lord, ſend a Beam on me ; 
| For where Heav'n is but once begun 


T here Hallelujahs bee 


(33, 


| Enlighten with Faiths Light my Heart, 
| Enflameit with Loves Fire, # 

| Then ſhall 7 Sing and bear a part, 
Wl V Vich that Celeſtial Quire. p 
| T (hall I fear, be dark and Cold, [+ 
Bi VVith all my Fire and Lighe : >< 
Yet when then dolt accept their Gold, 

Lord Ireature up my Mite, 


(4) 


How great a Being, Lord, is thine 
\XFA "hich gorh all Beings keep. [ 
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_ fo Almighty God. 


| #by Knowledype is the only Line 
k To Sound {o vaſt a Deep. 
Þ ir arta Sea without a Shore, 
; A Sun withouta Sphear, 

\ . Thy Time is now and evermore, 
/ Thy Place is every where. 


(5) 


How good art thou whoſe Goodneſs is 
Our Parent Nurſe and Guide : 
V Vhole Streams do water Paradiſe 
Andallthe Earth befide, 
\ - Thine Upper andthy Nether Springs 
' Make both thy VVorlds co thrive: 
Under thy warm and ſheltring wings 
Thou keep'ſt two Broods alive; 


(6) 


Thine Arm of Might, moſt mich y King, 
Both Recks and Hearts deth break. 

My God, thou canſt do every thing 
But what would ſhew thee weak. 

Thou canſt not Croſs thy (:1f, or be 
Leis thea thy ſelf, or poor ; 
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Songs of P2aiſe 


But whatſoever pleaſcth | hee, 


T hat canſt chon do, and more. p 
Who would nat fear thy Searching Eye, 4 
Witnels to all that's true ? & 
Dark Hell and deep Hypocrifie -F 

j Lie plain before its View. 7, 
| - Motions and thoughts before they grow *': 
Thy Knowledge »doth Eſpy. þ 

W hat unborn Ages are to do F- 

Is done before thine Eye. J 


(6) 
Thy Wiſdom, which both males and | 
VVe ever mach Admire. ( mends, | 


Crearion all our V Vir Tranſcends ; 
6994664 pakgn riſes Hipher. 

Thy VViii om guides ſtray 'd Sinners home, 

Wl '] will make the dead V Vorld rife, 

|| And bring chole Priſoners to their Doom. 

ll Its Paths ace Myſterice. 


(9) 
"IE 15 thy Truth, and jhall prevail 


To Unbelievers thame, = 


to Alm —_ E0Dd. 

Thy Truth and Years do never fail; 

” Thou ever act the ſame. 

"JUnbelief 1s a Rag nz wave, 
Dathivg againlt a Rock, 

*1f God do nor his Iſrael Save, 
Then let Egyptians mock. 


(10) 


7 Mod pure and Holy are thine Eyes, 
= . Moſt Holy is thy Name, 

- Thy Saints, and Laws, and Penaltice, 
6 Thy Holinels proclaim. 

/ This is the Devils ſcourge and ſting, 
| This is the Angels Soug, 
d |} Who Holy, Holy, Holy Sing, 
, | in Heavenly Canaan's I onpue, 


2 | 
(11) 


| Miercy, that ſhining Attribnte, 
The Sinners Hope and Plea! 
Huge Hoſls of Sins in their Purſuit 
Are drown d in thy Red Sca, 
Mercy | is Gods Memorial, 

And 1n all Ages prais d, 
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Gene fide chy Glory and hy Face, 
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6 Songs of P2atle 
My God, thine only Son did fall, 


That Mercy might be Rais'd. ; 
| (12) ,. 
| Thy bright Back-parts, O God of Grace, if 
[ Humbly bere Adore, » 
ThatI may praiſe I hee more. 
Since none can {ce thy Face and live, 
For me to die 1s belt. 


Through Fordaz's ſtreams who would not : 
 loLandat Canasns Reſt? (dive * 


Fl 


p = a pa 


Another. 


(1 
Hat ſhall UNS to my Gad, 
For all his Gittsto Me ? 
Sing Heav'a and Earth, rejoyce and praiſe F 
His Glorious Majeſtic. 
Bright Cherubims, {weet Seraphrms, 
Praiſe Him wi: þ all your might. 
Praiſe,praiſe Him all ye Hoſts of Heav'o, | 
Pcaite Him ye Saiars ip Light, 


Ye 


'' 
+ Offer to Wod ye vTorious Prieſts 


' Sweet Pialmiſts,now your Hearts areFixt, 


to Alnighty G0d. 


(2) 
ive bleſſed Patriarchs praiſe the Lord, 


For his Firi-Fru:s are ye. 
Bleſs'd Prophets who dreamt here ofGod. 
Praiſe Flim, whom now you tec. 


Your Sacriice of Praile ; 
Your tuneful V oices railc. 


(3) 
Ye twelve Apoſtles of the Lamb, 
V Vho here proclatm'd your King, 
And Fill'd this World witch holy Sounds, 
Loud Hallclujih's Sigg, 
Triumphant Martyrs, ye did Fighe, 
And Fighring ye aid tall, » 
And falling ye Took up a Crown, 
Crown Him who Crown'd you all. 


(4) 


Praiſc, praiſe Him, all ye faved Ones, 
From whom Salvation caye ; 
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ſ 5 - Songs of Praiſe 

| Praiſe Him that Sits npon the Throne, 
| And Praiſe the Glorious Lamb. 

| Praiſe, praiſe him, all ye Saints below, 
Praiſe Him both Eaſt and Weſt : A 


{ Praiſe him, all ye Baptized Lands, b. 
| Praiſe whom you have Profeſs'd. $ 
* W 


' OPraiſe Him, all ye Crowned Heads, | 
| Thatown the Chriſtian Name : 

# Praiſe Him, who js the King of Kings, E: 
' Raiſe and Enlarge his Fame. Ly 
Praiſe Him, all Chriſtian Magiſtrates, : 

Gain Credit to his Wayes : 

Praiſe Him, ye Miniſters of God, 
Teach Others Him to Praile. 


- (6) 


|| Praiſe Him our Famous Chriſtian Ifle, * 
|| Praiſe Him with one accord. 

||| Lerevery Tongue, letevery Tribe 

| 8e'Tavghe to Praiſe the Lord, 

||| Praiſe Him, my Friends and Kindred all, 
+ || O Praiſe Him all your dayes, | 
pe DINE My 


to Almighyhky God. 
ly Mind and Heart, my Lip and Life 
* Joyn to Advance his Praite. 


; (7) 
Let me praiſe thee, whillt [ live; 


ff And pralle thee, when l dye, 
And praiſe thee, when Iriſe again, 
tf; Andto Eternity. 
\7Praile Father, Son avd Haly Ghoſt : 
| F The Father {ent bis Sor. ; 
> The Son ſends forth the Holy Ghoſt, 
P For Mens Salvation. 
( (8) 
| Myſterions depths ot Endleſs Love 
* Our Admirations raile, 
My God, thy Name exalted IS 
| Far aboveatlonr praile. 
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Fir A Song of P2aiſe fox Creation. : 


Hon waſt, O God: And thou wal 
Betorc the World begun ; (Bleſt 
Of thine Eternity poſleſt, 
Betore Times Glals did Run. 


Thoy 


Songs vr 2c | 
Thou needeſt none thy praile to Sing, - 
| As if thy Joy could Fade. 
J} Could'ſt thou have needed any thing, 

{ Thou couldit have nothing made. 


(2) 


| Great and Good God, it pleaſed Thee d 
: Thy God-Head to declare. 

| And what thy Good neſs did decrec 

yi Thy Greacncis did prepare. 

| Thou ſpak ft, and Heaven and Earth Ap-. 
= And  Lolider d to thy Call; (pear'd }| * 
* As if their Makers Voice chey heard, |} 
W V Vhich 1s the Creatures ALL. 


(3) 


"Ih Thou ſpak'ſt theWord, moſt mightyLord, 
il Thy VVord went forch with Speed, 
|| Thy VVill,O Lord, ic was thy VVard. 
il Thy VVord it was thy Deed, 
Thou brought'ſt forth Adam from the 
And Eve out of his Side. (Ground, 
Thy Bleſſing made the Earth abound 


VVith cheſs Two multip]; 'd. 
Thoſe 


| to Almighty God. 


(4) 
Thoſe three great Leaves, Heaven,Sea and 
Thy Name in F:gures ſhew, 5 


Brutes feel the Bounty of thy and, 

| But I my Maker know. 
Shouid not I here thy Setvar: be, 

Whole Creatures ſerve we here £ 

My Lord, whom fhould Lear bac Thee, 
V Vho am thy Creatures Fear ? 


To whom, Lord, old [ Sing but Thee, 

| The Maxer of my Tongne / 

| Lo? other Lords would Seize on Me, 
Bur I co Thee belong. 

As Waters haſt unco their Sea, 
And Earth anto its Earth; 
| dSolermy Soul return to Thee, 
From whom ic had its Birth. 


6 
But ah ! I'm fallen in * Night, 
And cannot come to Thee. 
Yer ſpeak the V Vord, Let there be Light ; 
Ic {hal} Enlighten me, 


Ang 
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Al 12 Dongs of Ptatle 
# And leetthy Word, moſt Mighty Lord, 

Thy Fallen Creature raile, 

JT] O make me o're again, and [ 


Shall ding my Makers praiſe. 


: 
KI 


wv = Song of raiſe fo: Preſer- 

| parton. 

11% Ga) : 

| Hou Lord, ' who raiſed it Heaven 

F 7 and Earth, 

'}® Doſt make thy Building ſtand, 

| The Weipht whereot doth wholly Reſt 

? ' On thine Ala:ighry Hand, 

'{ Should'ſt thou withdraw thine Hand of 

F j | The Earth would quitirs place.( might, 
| The ſhinivg Heaven would vaniſh ſtreighr 


Inco meer empty Space. 


(2) 


| For as that Liquors Scent remains, 
| Which firſt the Cask did Fill ; 
| $0 Feeble Creatures hold the Scent 
" Of their firſt nothing ſtill. 


Lord 


to AUmighty ©od. T3 
Lord, VVhat is man, that Child of Pride, 
1 hat boaſts his High degree ? 


It one poor moment he be Lefer, 
He Sinks, and wherets He? 


(3) 


In T heel Live and Move, and am, 

| Thou deal ft me our my dayee. 
As thou tenew'ſt my Being, Lord, 

Let me tenew thy prailc. 

| From thee I am, through thee I am, 
And for thec 1 muſt be. 

*T is better for Me not to live, 
Then not to live to thee. 


(4) 


My God, thou art my glorious Sun, 
By whoſe bright Beams I ſhine. 

As thou, Lord, ever art with Me, 
Lee me be ever thine. 

Thou art my liviog Fourtaio, Lord, 
Whole — Abita on me do flow, 

My ſelf I cender unto thee, 


To whom my (elf ow i; 


Songs of Pzaile 
(5) 


As thou, Lord. an Immortal Sout 
Faſt Breathed 1ito me; 

Solet my Soul be Breathing forth 
Immortal Thanks to Thee. 


v. A Song of P2aiſe £02 P2o-þ 
viſion, 


(1) 3 
\ Ome,Jer uspraiſe our Maſters Hand, | 


Which gives us daily Bread. 
Thy Houſe, my Lord, is full of Gueſts, ? 
| Thy Table Richly Spread. 
"| Earth i thy Table, where thy Gueſis 
| Dodaily Sic and Feed, 
Thy Hand Carves every one his party 
And {uffers None to need, 


(2) 


Naked came I into the World, 
And Nothing with me broughe : ; 

And Noth: o have I nere deſery* d, 
Yec have lacked Naught. 


fo Almighty God. {- 
ST do not Bleſs my Labouring Hand, 

= My Labonring Head or Chance, 

T Thy Providence, moſt Gracious God, 
7 HI mine Inheritance. 


(3) 


; Thy Bounty gives me Bread with Peace, 
= A Table free from Strife. 
& Ihy Bleſfing is the Scaffe of Bread, 
Y Which is the Staffe of Life. 
Z The Peopic Satein Companies, 
Y My Saviour Fedthem al] ; 
| Soall the Families of the Earth 
Have Tables in Gods Hall. 


(4) 

The V:ne and Olive Branches too 
Are Nouriſlvd by thy Care, 
Mercies wc Eat, Mercics we drink, 

Mercies we daily wear. 
Shall I cepine againſt my God 
I hat kept meal! my dayes? 


Thenlet my Tongue forger to taſt, 
When it forgets to praile, - 


<77 
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Songs of Pzaile 


'16 


_| 
{vi vASong of Pzaiſe fozPzotection | 4 


(1) 
EY God, my only Help and Hope, þ F 
My ſtrong and fir Defence, | 


Eor all my fafety and my peace 
| LIblcis thy Providence, 
[] The daily Favours of my God 
I cannat Sing at Jarge. 
Yeelet me make this Holy Boaſt, 
[ am thy Almighties Charge. 


(2) 
| Lord, in the day thou art about 


The pathes wherein [ tread, 
And in che Night, when I lye down, 
Thou art about my Bed. 
I travel thro' the Wildernels, 
| + Freefrom the Beaſts of prey. 
| The VVolves andLions mouths are ſtop'd, 
Wot The Yerpents Creep Away, 
Td (3) 
| Tn Pceſcrvation God Creates, 
Delivers in Prot ion, 
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to Almighty God. 
ILord every Moment of my Litc 
'8 Is like a RelurreCtion. 
LE A thouſand Deaths I daily 'ſcape, 
# IT paſsby many a Pit, 
"1 Sail by many dreadful Rocks, 
'| V Vhere Others have been (| olit, 


(4) 


FI ſeeblind People with mine Eyes, 

| To Hoſpitals I walk, 

| hear of them that cannot hear, 

| And of the Dumb I calk. | 
Lord, what am | that thou (hould'ſt ſhew 

{ Such Fayour unto me ? 
My Bones and Senſes all muſt ſay, 

| boy who is like to Thee ? 


VIL. A —_ of $:ai[e fo2 Pealth. 
*| (1) 


[ Ealth is a Jewel dropt from Heav'o, 
V Vhick Money cannot buy, 
he Life of L ite, the Bodies peace 

Aud plealanc Elarmony, 
C 


Lord 


A LIEN Hts H+ wn na APO edi. WAL: Ec eld 


&* FE Songs of P:aile | 

Lord, who hath iurn'd my outward Man 
Tolſach a lively Frame, 

| Skrew up my Heart ſtrings all, to make 

Sweet Mclody to thy Name. 


(2) 


Whileſt Others in Gods Priſons Lie, 
Bound with Aflidions Chains ; 

E walk at large, fecute and free 
From Sicknels and from Pains ; 

TheirLite is Death. their LanguageGroans, 
Their Meat is Juice of Galls 

Their Friends, bur ſtravgers; Wealth, but 
Their Houſes, Priſon-walls. (want, 


(3) 


|! [heir carneſt Cries do pierce the Skies, 
MW And (hall I filent be ? 


| Lord, was I ſick as I am well, 

y Ml Thou ſhould'ſt haye heard from me. 

* (M! IThe Sick have not more cauſe to pray, 
LThenlTI copraiſe my King. 

Since Nature teaches them co'Groap, 

Lec Grace teach me to Ding. 


to Almighty God. 
I ſce my Friends, I cite my Meat, 
I'm tree for mine Employ. 
{ But when I do enjoy my God, 
| Thenl my ſelf enjoy, 
Lord, who doſt {cr me on my Ecet, 
| Dire& me1n thy wayes. 
t) Crown thy Gifc of Health with Grace 
| Andcurnitto thy Praile, 


A 
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VIII. A —_ of Praiſe = Fa- 
mily-Yzolperity. EY 


Hy Bleſſing, NA doth multiply - 
One 7 acob to two Bands, 
| One Perſon toa Family, 
V Vhieh through thy Bleſſing ſtands. 
On all my F lock both great and {mall 
Thy Sun doth Sweetly Shine. 
Thy fruicful drops do gent! y fall 


Oa eyety Branchof mine. 


(2) 
Thy Bleſſing made the Loaves to grow, 


And Multitudes were Fed, 


Songs of P2aiſe 
| My Houſe is Filis.l 2nd Feafted roo, 
TH HIcisan Houle of Bread. 
| How can I hear my Children Sings 
I And nor Sing unto thee? 
Since they glad Newes from Heav'n do 


My. God muſt hear from me. (bring, 


(3) 


& Mine Olive Branches and my Vine 

= Lhrive by my Tables Side, 

"= Whilſt others wither and decline, 

a V Vho in Deaths Shade abide. 

V Vith Covenant-Blood my Poſts areRed, | 
'Tis on my Lintle tound. 

AndLo! the Line of Scarlet Thread 


Is on. my window bound. 


(a) 


MF ,Tisnot ,my God, my ſelf alone, 
"= Bur mine, to Thee I ow. 
Fl. Thou mad't me many out ef one, 
So letthy Praiſes grow. 
V Vhatever Lord is done to thine, 
T hon count'k it done to Thee 


And 


to Almighty God. 


And whatſoever's done'to mine, 
I Count it done co Me. 


($/ 


Let me beever good ro thine, 
Who art {o good to me ! 

Let thine be mine and mize be thine, 
And they twice mine lhall be ; 

| Then ſhall my Houſe a Temple be, 

Then T and mine ſhall Sing 
{ Hoſannaes to thy Majeſtic, 
And praile our Heavenly King. 


22 if 
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| IX. A Py of m_ [02 n00d 
Ducceſs in Honeſt Aﬀairs. 


(1) 


S not the Hand of God in this : 
Is not this End divine ? 

Lord of Succefs, Thee will I bleſs, 
Who on my paths doeſt ſhine. 

I Reap the Fruit of Gods Deſign, 
By Him ic was foreſeen. 

C 3 
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22 _-. SongsofP26le 
| He thought of. this as well as, 
Or it had never been, 


.) 
l 1 Blindly gueſs'd, but he foreknew, 


n | IT wiſh, he did Command. 

| Wherefore [ praiſe his careful Eye 
| And his Unerring Hand. 
! | The Bow is drawn by feeble Armes, 
'. j Aim taken in the Dark. 
dl 'a Providential Hand doth Gaide _ 
' The Arrow to the Mark. | 


A =! 
d 


|-Excepe the Lord the 08 keep, 
x The Watchman will be ſlain, _ 
| "Except the. Lord do Build che Hovle, 
Wh Tre Builder Builds in Vain. 
| Buildings are Babels, Cities Heaps, 
| When thou ſend'ſt Curle or Flame, 
And labouring Heads that promiſe Fruit 
Ofc bring torth VVind and ſhame. 


(4) 
\ But thou haſt Cramn'd my Attions, Lord, 


Yvith good Succel; to day, 


Wl. 
[[ 
| 
Wl 
| 
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This 


to Almighty God. 
This Crown rogether with my telf 
At thy blett Feet Lay. 
Lord, who art pleas'd to proſper Me, 
To bleſs me in my waycs. 
Prolpermy weak endeavouring Heart 


Which Aimcth at thy praite. 


4 233 


TI COT et te tt 


N. Song. of 'Pzaile for the 
Porning. 


(1) 
Y God was with me all this Night, 


And gave Me {weet Repole ; 

My God did watch even whilſt I (lepr, 

Or I had never Role. 

How many Groan'd and with for Slcep 
Ularil they wilh'd for day- 

Meat'ring: flow Hours with their quick 
Whil{ I fecurely lay !  (paing 


WhilſtT did ſleep all ; "Ow ſlept; 
No Thieves did meaffcight, 
| | Thoſe Evening VVolves, thoſe Beaſts o 
Diſturbers of the Night, __ a 
C4 Ne 


4 wa. 1 
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| 24 | Songs of P2otfe. 
| No Raging Flames nor ſtormes did Rend - 
The Houle that I was in. : 
/ Theardno dreadfu] Crycs without, WS. 
No doleful Groanes within, 188 


G) 


Lil W hat Terrours have I 'Scap'd this Night, | 
Which have on Others F =_ | 

: My Body mighe have ſlepr i Its 1aft, 

My Soul have wak'd in Hell. 

Fi Sweet Reſt hath gain'd thar Strengeh tofl 
IM - VVhich Labour did Devour. (Me, 
My Body was in weakneſs Sown, Ree 
Bue | It Is Rais'd 11 In power, | 
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(4) 


Lord, for the Mercies of the Night, 
| My humble Thanks I pay. 
| And unto Thee 1 dedicate | 
ſ | " The firſt Fruics of the day. 
f | l: FF this day praiſe Thee, O my God. 
1h: ' And foler all my dayes. 
ul i | And Olet mine Erernal day, 
by \ be thine Ecernal praiſe. 
i [ "PRO 1, 
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x A Song of Praiſe fo: the 
© Evening. 
(1) 


T Ow from the Altar of my Heart, 
Let Incenſe Elames arile, ihe 
Alltſt me, Lotd, ro offer up 

Mine F vening Sacrifice. 
Awake, my Love ; Awake, my Joy, 

Awohe my Hearr and Tongue. 
Sleep nat when Mercies loud] y call ; 
Break forth into a Song. 


(2) 
| Man's Life's a 1 Book of Hiſtory, 


The Leavesthereof are dayes. 
The Lectcrs Mercies cloſely Joyn'd, 
The Ticle is thy Praiſe, 
| This day God was my Sun and Shield, 
My Keeper and my Guide. 
His care was on my Frailty Shown, 
His Mercies multiply d. 


Minutes 


4 Loa SEEN MLA. is.4 
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Songs of Pzaiſe 


(3) 
Minutes and Mercies multiply*d 


Have made'up all this Fe ; | 
Minutes came. quick, but Mercies were 
» More Fleet and free then they. 
New time, new Favours and new Joyes cs | 
Do a new Song require. 


Till I ſhall praiſe Thee as/T would, 
* Accept my Hearts deſire, 


(4) | 
Lord of my Time, whoſe Hand hath Set 
New Time upon my Score, 
Then (hall [ praiſe for all my Time, 
When Time ſhall be no more. 


1 | x Xll, A yo of Praiſe "= the 
Y.'! irty of Chl. 
(1) 


Way daik thoughts, Awake,my Joy: 


A Awake,my Glory, Sing, 
Sing Songs ro Celebrate the Birch 


Ot youee God and King. 


to Almighty Og. 27 
© happy Night, that broaghr forth Light, 
VVhich makes the Blind to lee ! 

The day-Spring from on High came Jown 
To Chearand Viſic Thee. 


_ 


The wakeful Shepherds near theirÞ locks 
 VVere watching to: +he Morn. -; + -- 
Burt better Newes . from "Heav'n,\ was 
Your Saviour is Born (broughe, 
In B*thlem- Town the [afar [ies | 
VVithin a place obſcure. / 
O Little Bethlen:, poor in walls, 


he s - . 
Z Po 

: . 

\ 


But Rich in Furniture? | 0 
E: G3) " 
EN Since Heaven is now come down roEarthy 
Hicher the Anpels Fly. - 


Heark bow: the HeavenlyQuire derhSiog, 
| Glory to God on High. 
+ The News is Spread : ; the. Church15 glad, | 
Simeon, o:cecome with Joy, 
Sings with che Infantin his Armes, 
Now let thy Servant die. 


Y 


V Vile 


- Songs of P2aiſe 


4) 
| - Wiſe Men from far Sheetg the ho. 
ll Which was their fairhfu] Guide, 
| Until it pointed forth the Babe, 
| And him they glorified. | 
| Do Heaven and Earth Rejoyce andSing, 
Shall we our Chriſt deny ? 
He's Born for us, and we for Him. 
+ , Glory to God on FR. 
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XL p.1 Song of Praiſe tad R_ 


(r) 
'Ve found the Pear] of preateſt price, 
My Heart doth Siag for Joy. 

And Sivg I muſt, A Chriſt I have. 
W..O What a Chriſt have I ! 
w. Chriſt i 1s the Way, the Truth and Life. 
The Wayto Gd and Gloty, 
Lite to the Dead, the ruth of Types, 
The Truth of Ancient Story. 


6) 
Chriſt 15.2 Propher, Prieſt and King : 
A P:ophet full of Eight : 


to Almtghty God. 29 
A Prieſt that ſtands 'twixe God and Man. 
A King that Rules with Might. 
Chriſt's Manhood is a Temple, where, 
The Altar, God doth Reſt. k 
My Chriſt, "BY the Sacrifice, 
My Chriſt, Heis che Price. 


83 


(3) 

My Chriſt, He is the Lord of Lords, 
= He is the King of Kings. 
+ | He is che Sun of Righreouſneſs 
: With Healing 1 in his Wings/ 
My Chriſt, He is the Tree of Life 
W hich in God's Garden grows, 
Whoſe Fruits do Feed, whole Leaves do 
My Chriſt is Sharons R ole. (Leal, 


(4) 


Chriſt is my Mear,Chriſt is my Drink, 
My Phyfick and my Health; 

My Peace,my Screogth,myJoy,myCrown] 
My Glory and my VVealch, 

Chriſt 19 my Father and my Friend, 

My Brocker and my Love ; 


v4, 


36 Songs of Pale 
| My Head, my 1HHopc, my Counlellotir, 
i mw Advor: te above. 


I « "C8 
4Þ\ My Chriſt be is the Heaven of Heaven, 
BW My Cirift whar (hal: I call ? 
$ My Chriſt ts fr, my Chriſt is laſt, 
kk My Chrittis Allis All. 


— 


& X1V. A Song of P:aiſe foz RE- 
| 11 demption 


\ ThatThad an | Angela Tongues 
W li That I mighe loudly Sing 
Wh The VVonders of Redecming Love, 
M To Thee my God and King. 

MF Bar Man, who at the Gates of Hell, 

F Ih Did pale and Speechlcls Ly, 
PB Muſt find a Tongue and Time to: peak, 
I Or elſe the Stones will cry; 


AM Let the Redeemed of xi Lord 
; || i T heir thankfnl Voices raiſe. 
I} Can we be Dumb, whilſt Angels Sing 
CM Our great Redcemers Praiſe 2 


Come 


to-Almighty God. 
Come let us joyn with Angels then, 
Glory to God on High. 
Peace upen Earth, Good-will to Mene 
s Amen, Amen, ay I. 


(3) 


Poor Adam's Race was Sathans prey, 
And Duſt the Serpenrt's Food. 
We thac were doom'd to be devour'd, 


Naked and Trembling ſtood. 
A Wile Eternal pity then 


Did helpleſs Man befriend. 
Our Help did in Gods Boſome Lie,” 
And thence ic did deſcend. 


(4) 


Love Clothed with Humiliry, 

Built.here an Houle of Clay. 
In which it dwelr, and Reſcud Man 3 

TheDevil loſt his prey. 
The ſpightfulSerpent bruis dChriſts Heel, 

Bat then Chriſt brake his Head, 
And left Him Nail'd upon the Crofs, 

Oa which his Blood was ſhed. 


01ng 
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33 Songs of Pzaile 


18 Siog and triumph in bountieh Grace, 

| VVhich thus hath (et thee free, 

& Excol with ſhouts; iny fayed Sou], 
& Thy Saviours Love to thee, 
| Give Endleſs Thanks to God and ſay, 
= VVhat Love was this in thee, 
Þ Thac thou haft not withheld chy Son, 
© Fhine only Son from Me. 


|! 4 
0 VVhat were Ten ThOafand V Vorlds to 
7 Thive Image and Delighr, (Him, 
3 Had we been all caſt down to Hel), 
7 q Juſtice bad had its Right. 
*#t Thy Glory might have been diftrair'd, 
= Our Torment ſhould Expreſs | 
BE Thy Purene(s, Juſtice, Might and Tturh, 
ME And Everlaitingnels. 


; Wh ( J 

Will Thus, Lord thy Jreadfl Artributes, 

CM Man might have lerv'd ro prove : 

0} Thy Glorious Angels would have Sung 
Ab The Riches of thy Love. 

"Wi | 1 or | __VVould ie 


to Almighty God. 33 
VVould'ft thou have ative V Vorſhippers, 
Beſides the Angels Q1ire ? 
Millions had I{fu'd at thy V Vord,; 
As Sparks ariſe from Fire. 


(8) 
Mans Room had quickly bin Supply'd, 
For, Lord, at thy Command 
A New Creation ſhould appear ; 
Thy Grace could make them ſtand, 
4 (Or would ſt thou ſhew thy piry, Lord 2 
Thou might'& have looked then 


On Fallen Angels, Fallen Stars, 
And not on Fallen Men. 


(9) 
4, {But Fallen Angels muſt be left, 
And Fallen Men muſt riſe, 
For this the Son of God muſt Fall, 
A Bloody Sacrifice, 
Thy Deep and Glorious Councels, Lotd, 
VVith Trembling I Adore. 
Bleſſ-d,thricc bleſſed be my God, 
Bleſl:d for evermore, 


LY 


E 34 pr D0ngs of OY 
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xv. A pe of Praiſe fo2 wp 
Goſpel. 


r) 

Leſt be my God that I was Born, 
To hear che Joyful Sound z 
That I was Born to be Bapriz'd, 

ft And Bred on Ho'y Ground. 

That I was Bred where God aPecnGy 

In tokens of his Grace ; 
The Lines are Fallen unto me_ 


In a molt pleaſant place. | 


(2) 
I might hae been a Pagan Bred, 


Or elle a Veiled Few, 
Or Cheated with an Alchoran 
Among the Turkiſh Crew. 
Dumb pictures might have bin my Book 
Dark Language my Devotion, 
And to I might with blinded Eyes | 
Have drunk a my Potion. 


(3) 
Soina Dungeon Fe as Nighe 


I might have Spent my dayes, 
But chou haſt ſent me Goſpel Light, 


To thine Eternal praile,. 


Th 


es Almighty God. 35 
J The Stiff which rofe up in the Eaſt 
= And drove their Shades away 3 ow 
His Healing »V Vings have reach'd the 
And curn'd out Night ro Day: (V Veſt. 
Englazd at firſt an Bojor was, 
dince that proud Babels Slave 3 
At laſt a Canaan it became, 
And then my BritFic gave. 
Bleſt be my God chat I have ſlept 
_ Thediſma] Night away,,;, _ 
Being kept in Providence's Womb 
To England's brighteſt Day. 
( 


B'eſt be my God for " {ces 
| My God for whatT hear ; 
[ hear fuch bleſſed Newes from Heaven, 
| Nor Earth nor Hell | fear. 
L hear my Lord for Me was born, - 
F| My Lord for Me did dy; 
My Lord for me did Rife again, 
And did Alcend on High. 
(s 
On High he ſtands tegd my Cauſe, 
Ard will return again, 
D 2 And 


[ bi 


.36 Dongs of P2aiſe 


And Set Me ona Glorious Throne þ 
ThacT with Him may Reign. 
' Glory to God the Father be, 
| Glory to God th Son. x | 
Glory'to God the Hely Ghoſt. 
Glory to God Alone. BY | 
X V1. A Song of Þ2aiſe fo2 aGolY;7 
vel; Wunry. 


Wir are the wal which bring hy) 7 
Ot Gladnels tinro Me; (New 
What Happy Meſſengers are theſe, } 
Which my bleſs'd Eyes dolee / 
Theſe are the Stars which God appoints T 
For Guides unto my Eyes. _ 
To lead me unto Bethlem- Town, * 


Where my dear Saviour Lies. . 


(2) 
Theſe are my Gods Ambaſſadongs 


By whom his Mind I know, 

Gods Angels 1n his lower Heav' n, 
Gods Trumpeters below. 

The Trumpet Sounds, the Dead arile, 


Which fell by Adain's Hand ; 


8, 


E 


Agall 


; to Almigyty God. 237 
Again the Trumpet Sounds, and they , 
Ser forth tor Canaans Land. | 
(3) | 
The Servants ſpeak, bur thou, Lord,doſt 
An hearing Ear beſtow - 
They (mice the Rock, but thou my God 
Doſt make the Waters Flow. 
| They Shoor the Arrow, bur chy Hand 
Doth drive the Arrow Home. 
1 They call, bac,Lord,thou doſt Compel, 
And then thy Gaeſts are come. 


W . 


(4) | 

Angels that Fly and VV ormes that creep, 
Are both altke to Thee. 

It thou mak &V Vormes thineAngels,Lord; 
They bring my God to me. 

| As Sons of Thunder firſt they come, 
AndIche Lightning Fear ; | 

Bat chen they bring me to my Home, 


And Sons of Comiort are. . 


$1.8 
Lord, thou art in then ot a Truth, 


Tharl might never dtray, 


The Clouds and Pillars March before 
And fthew me Canaans way, Ind 


D 3 L 


py 9 a4, 


;3 Songs of Prnle | 
 Ibleſsmy God who is my Guide ; 
Sing in Sjons ways. 


|| V Vhen fhail [ Sing « On Sions Bill 
1 ThincEycrlaſting praiſe? 


D Xv11. A Song of Þzaiſe foz Holy 
| Baptiſme. 


Es (1). 
Ord what is Man that Lump of Sin, 
Made up of Earth and Hell, 


Not Fit ro come within the Camp 


VVhere Holy Angels dwell ?_ 
Man 1s a Pans from the VVomb, 
An Erbiopian born, ] 


A Iraicour's Guilty "3.00 and ele, 
VVorthy of Pain and Scorn. F 


F. And doſt thon look keg luch a One £ 
= Arenot thine Eyes moſt pure £ 
I = Bat they are Eyes of Pity too, 
M8 VVhere Griefs do beg a Cure.. 
This Leperisa Loathſom Sight, 
But picy caſts an Ey. 
And.bids him waſh in Jordans Straqpms 
To Cure his Lept olie. 


This 


39 


fo Almighty G0d. 


) 
This Ethiopian Skin? Chang'd, 
And made as white as Snow. 
Waen dipt in Wonder-working Streams 
" V Vhich from Chriſts Side did Flow. 
p As Adam flepr, and trom his Side 
A Killing Eve aroſe ; 
From my pierc'd Lord(that {mitteaRock, 
A pure Life-Fountain Flows. 


(4) 
Ah *vhat a Tainted wreich 4s Man ! 


Andio he muſt have (tood. 
| Buc Loe! an Act of Sovereign Grace 
| Reſtores him ro nis Blood. 
Save me, my God ; tor I am thine, | 
Lord, own thy Seal ro me. 
O waſh my Soul ill it be Cleans'd 
And purify*'d for I hee. 


| Bleſt above Streams is Jordans Flood 

Which toucheth Canaans Shore. 

Il Sing thy praiſein Jordans Streams, 
In Canaan Evermore. 


Ds XVII 
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XVIII. '1N FRO of Praiſe fo: theſlc 
Lo2ds Supper. 


Praiſe the Lord, praiſe him, pane” 
| tis Sing Praiſes ro his Name. (him, 
W O all ye Sajats of Heav'n and Earch, | 
BE Extoland]aud the ſame. 

8 Who Spared nor his only Son, ] 
BE Bur gave Him for us all, 

| 'And made Him drink the Cup of Wrath, £' 
The-V Yormwood and the Gall. 


| Frail Natyre fhruok 5M did Requeſt 
wb Thar biccer Cup might pals. 
© Bur he muſt drink ic offf, and this 
; l The Fathers oleaſure Was, 
* Lo then [| Come to avs thy Will 
| » His bleſſed Son Reply d, 
A "hy Yielding Himſelf co God nl Man 
MN He ſtrerch'd his Armes and dy d, 


(RAVE (3) 
Wi fle dy'd indeed, but Roſe again, 
PR And cid Aſcend on High, 


\ 


F hat 


TOY 


to Almighty God. 4n 
That we poor Sinners Joſt and Dead 
Might Live Eternally. 
Good Lord, how many Souls in Hell 
Doth Vengeance vex and [eas © 
Were it not for a Jying Chriſt, 
Our Dwelling had been there. 


F 


Hts Blood wasſhed in head of ours, 
His Soul our Hell did þear, 
He crook our Sin, gave us Himſelf, 
Whar an Exchange i is here! 
Whatever is nor Hell it ſelf, 
For me it is too good. | 
But muſt we Eat the Fleſhof Chriſt ? 
And mult we drink his Blood ? 


His Fleſh ts Heavenly F ood indeed, 
His Blood is Drink Divine, 

His Graces drop like Honey falls, 
His Comforts aſt like ne: 

Sweet Chriſt, thou haſt refreſh'd our Souls 
With thine abundant Grace ; 

For which we magaitie thy Name, 
Lenging to ſce hy Facc. 


VVhen 


45 Songs of Praiſe ; 


When fhall our Souls JT up te Thee, N11 
Moſt Holy, Juſt and True, 
117 To Eat that Bread and drink that Wine V 
Oe" 1s for ever New. | 
W 1x. A Song of P2aiſe foz the 
[| L02ds Day. I 
(1) 


Y Lord, my Lave was Cruecified : 
| He all the pains did bear. 
Bur in the Sweetnels of his Reſt 
He makes his Servants Share, 
How Sweetly Reſt thy Saints aboye 
Which in thy Botom Ly ? 
Jl: Thy Church below dorh Reſt in hope 
Of that Felicity. 


2 
"== Thou, Lord, who Jaily Feed'ſt thy Sheep, 
"WF Mak'ſt them a weekly Feaſt. 

EF Thy Flocks meer in theſe {ſeveral Folds 
Upon this Day of Reſt, 

MME Welcom and dear unto my Soul 

WF Are theſe ſweet Feaſts of Love, 
I Ent what a Sabbath (hall I keep 

MP; Wheo Ilhall Reſt above? 


to Almighty God, 43 


CEIRE 


[ Bleſs thy wile and wondrous Love, 
W hich binds us to be Free. 
Which makes us leave our Earthly Snare, 
That we may come to Thee. 
I Come, [ VVait, I Hear, I Pray, 
Thy Footſteps, Lord, I Trace. 
I Stvg to think chis 1s he way 
Unto my Saviours Face. 
(4) 


Theſleare my Preparation-days 3 ; 
And wheu my Soul i Dreſt, 
Theſe Sabbaths (hall deliver me 


Fo mine Eternal Reſt. 


- _ _ —_ C—_— 
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XX, Another. 


Leſt day of God.” <4 Calm, moſt 
The firſt- and beſt of days. (bright, 

The Lab'cours Reſt,the Saints delight, 

A day of Mirth and Praile. 

| My Saviours Face did make thee Shine, 
His Riſtng did thee Raiſe. 

This made thee Heaven! y and Divine, 


Beyond the Common days, 
| _ The 


B 
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(2) 
The firft-Fruits doa Bieſ ing prove 
” Toall the Sheaves behind. 
And they thatdo a Sabbath love, 
BW Anhappy VVeck ſhall find. 
k My Lord on Thee his Name did Fix ; 
# VVhich makes Thee Rich and Gay, 
| Amidſt his Golden Candleſticks oe 
* My Saviour walks this day. 


| (3) 

He walks in'sRobes,isÞ ace ſhines bright; 
| The Stars are In his Hand. 

Out of his Mouth thac place of Might 
*® A I wo-Edg'd Swarddoth ſand. 
|: Grac'd with our Lords Appearance thus ; 
bt As well as with his Name. 

I Thou may'lt demand Reſpect trom us += 

[ih Upon a double Claim. 


\| by | Thi day God doth Ny Veſſels broach ; 
'Þ is His Conduics Run with V Vine, 
Wl | He that loves not this days A pproach 

3 Fl OCOINS Heayen and DaViours (hine. 


V Vhat 


to Almighty ©od. 45 

What Slaves are thoſe whoSlav'ry choole, 
And Garlick for their Feaſt, 

| Whilſt Milk and Honey they refuſe, 

And the Almighty's Reſt ? 


(5) 
This Market-day doth Saints Enrich 
And Smiles upon them all. 
Tc1s their Penzecoſt, on which 
The Holy Ghoſt doth falls 
O Day of Wonders ! Mercies Pawn, 
Fhe weary Souls Recruit, 
The Chriſtians Gofben, Heavens Dawn, 
The Bud of Endleſs Fruit / 


(6) 


Oh could I love as TI have lov'd 
Thy Watches heretofore 

As Evglend's Glory thou haſt proy's 

— May ſt thoube fo yet more. 

Fhis day muſt T for God appear, 
For, Lord, the day is thine. 

O let me ſpend it in thy Fear, 
Then ſhall the day be mine. 


Ceaſ 


REF £: + 


"i 46 Songs of P2aile 
Ceaſe VVork and Play throughout the 
That I ro God may reſt. (Cay, 
Now let me Talk with God, and V Valk 
Lt VVith God. and | amBleſt. 


W XXL. A Song of Þ2aiſe foz the 
| 1 Patience of- God. 


(1) 
Lmighty God, how haſt thou born 

V Vrongs not ro be cxpreſt, 
| Darling Rebellton, [ojur” d Love, 

Light quenched | 1n my Breaſt : 
Man would be God, and down he fell 
| To teach him better Skill : 
| Yet he ifs up bis bruiſed Bones 
{ Againſt his Maker ſill. 


MME Lord, what a Monftcch, baſe Man 
bj j Thus elven to Rebel / 

Wt | O that thou doſt not Cleave the Earth, 
| ji [ And ſend him quick to Hell! 

: "Ui | His Sins for V Vages loudly Cry, 

ME Juſtice with dreadful Sound 

; I ” Cries too, Cur down this fruitleſs Tree, 
nk VVhy Colin | ic the Ground ; 


But 


co Amighty C0). "= 


(3) 
Bat God waves his Advantages 
| Of Right and Vengeance too, 
And by his ſingle Patience 
Doth daring Man out«do. 
The Creature doth diſdain his God, 
By whom he is Maintain'd. 


Yer God Maintains this Rebel-worm 
By whom he is diſdain'd. 


(4) 

Fool, Ask not where th' Almighty is, 
All Glory to Him give. 

Is not his Power moſt fully prov'd 
In Suffering Thee to Live ? 

Was He not God, he could not bear 
Such Weights as on Him ly ; 

W cak things are quickly ſer on Fire; 

And to their Weapons Fly. 


(5) 


Why ſhould not Patience make me Sing 
VVhen Hell would make Me Roar 

Lord, let thy Patience End in Love, 
F Il Sing for Evermore, 


|» 


KXI 


a of ——_ 


OO IT 


XXII. A | Songar Pjaiſe fo2 par. 
don of Sin. 


| [M' God a God bf Pardon 1s, 
His Bolom gives me Eaſe, 

| have nor, do not pleale my God, 

| Yer Mercy Him doth pleaſe. 

© My Sins aloud for Vengeance eall, 

| But Lo ! a Fountain Yprings 

From Chriſt's pierc'd Side, which louder 
And ſpeaketh better Things. (cries || 

(2) 

We My Sins havo reach'd _ ro the Heav'ns, || 

= Bur Mercites Height exceeds. 

{WE Gods Mercy is above che Heavwns, 

| l j Above my finfrwl deeds. 

"BE My Sins are many, like the Stars, 

| © Or Sands upon the Shore g 

5 Bur yet the Mercies of my God 

WE Arc infiaicely more. 

(3 

"i i ” My Sins in bignels do I 

p h f Like Mountaus Great and Tall, 


Bur 


fo Almighty God. 
But Mercy, like a mighty Sea, 
 Coverstheſe Mountains all. 
- Þ This is a Sea that's Bottomleſs, 
A Sea withour a Shore. 
For where Sin hath abounded much, 
Merey abounds much more. 


(4) 
Manaſſeb, Pauland Magdelen 


Were pardon'd all by Thee. 
I Read it, and Believe it, Lord, 
. For thou haft pardon' d Me- 
; | WhenGod ſhall tearch theWorld for Sin, 
V Vhac trembling will be there ? 
; | O Rocks and Mountains Cover us, 
VVill be the Sinners Prayer. 
( 
Bat the Lambs MO; need not fear, 
V Vho once have felt his Love. 
And they chat walk with God below 
Shall dwell with God above. 
Rape, Earth and Hell, come Life, come 
Yet (till my Song ſhall be, (Death, 
God was je is. and will be good 
And Merciful co Me, 
E 


X AI 


Zo Songs of —_—_ 


XXILIL.A "ny of P1aiſe for Peace 


of hs 7a 
Y God, my reconciled God, 


Creator of my Peace, 
Thee will I Love, and praife, and Sing, 
Titl Life and Breath ſhall Ceale: 
My thoughts did Rage, my Soul was toſt 
*T was like a troubled Sea. 
But what a Mighty Voice is this 
Which winds and waves Obey ?® 
(2) 
God ſpake the word, Peace and be flill 
My Sins, thoſe Mutineers 
With ſpecd went oft and took thei 
V Vhere now are all. my fears? (flight 
The World can neither give nor take, 
Not yet can underſtand 
That Peace of God, which Chriſt hat 
And gives me with bis Hand, (bought 


(3) 
This 1s my Saviours Legacie, 


Contum'd by his.deceale ; 


ta Almighty'God. oh 
Ye ſhall have crouble in the VVorld, 

In Me ye ſhall have Peace. 
And ſo itis; The World doth Rage, 

Bur Peace in Me doth Reign. | 
And whileſt my God maintains the Fort, 


Their Batt ries are jo vain. 


(4) 
The burning Buſh was not Conſum'd, 


ſt VVhileſt God remained there; 

The Three, when Chriſt did make the 

Found Fire as-meek as Air. (Fourth, 

Sois my Memory ftaff'd with Sins, 
Enough to make an Hell ; 

And yer-my Conſcience 15not Scorch'd, 


For God in- Me doth dwell. 


(5) 

h& VVhere God doth aonll ſure Heav'n is 

| And Singing there muſt be. (there, 
Since, Lord,thy Preſence makes my Heav'n 

Af VVhom ſhould I Sivg but Thee? 

| My God, my reconciled God, 
Creator of my Peace, 

T hee willl Love,and Praiſe, and Sing, 

Jl Life and.Breath hall Ceale. 


E 2 XXIV, 


_ 


J 


- 
4 
£ 
: 


| XXIV; A PALE of P2aiſe fo; Joy 


_ ROT o_ 


= - 
Us | 


_ omen > EDe———_—_ Sg 


in the Holy GHhoſk, 


'Y Soul doth Sette the Lord, 
My Spirit doth rejoyce 
In God my Saviour and my God, 
L hear his Joytul Voice. 
I need not go abroad for Joy, 
Who have a Feaſt at Home. 
My Sighs are turned: into Songs. 
The Comforter 1s come. 
(2) 
Down from above the bleſſed Dave 
Is come into my Breaſt, 
To witneſs Gods Fcernal Love ; 
This is my Heavenly Feaſt. 
This makes me Abba Father Cry 
 Wich Confidence of Soul, 
It makes me Cry,my Lord,my God, 
And that withour Controul, 


3 
There is a Stream, which Iſſues ſorth 
From Gods Ecernal Lhcone, 


And 


to Almſghty God. 53 
And from the Lamb a living St1 2am, 
Clear as the Criſtal: Srone ; JL 1 Fr} 
YE This Scream doth water Paradiſe; 
 Irmakes the Angels Sing ; 
One Corgial Drop Revives my Heart, 
Hence all my Joys do Sprivg. 


Such Joys as are unſpeakable 
And full of Glory too, 

Such hidden Manna, Aidden Pearls, 
As Worldlings do not Know. 

Ey hath nor (cen, nor Far hath heard, 
From F ancy 'tis Conccald, 
What thou, Lord, haſt laid up for thine 

And laſt to me reveal d. 


I ſee thy Face, red? thy Voice, 
| I thy lweereſt Love 3 
My Soul a leap P 5 Bur O far wings, 

The wings of Noahs Dove ! 

Then ſhould [ Flee far hence away, 

; Leaving this world of Sin; 

Then ſhould:my Lord pur forth his FLand 
And kindly take me in, 


E Ls The 


* #0 WE; 


? 
[Then ould my IG Shih Angels Feaff 
On ]eys thatalways laſt 3) 
f Blef be my God, the God of Joy, 
{ Whogives Me here a Taft. 


[XXV. A | Song of P2aile foz Gate. 


God of Gries No haſt Reſtor'd 

Thine Image unro Me, 
W hich by my Sins was quite defac'd, 

| Wharfhall I render Thee? 

| ' Thine Image and Inſcription, Lord, 

BE _ Upon my Heart I bear; 

{& Thine ownl render unto Thee, 

bp O God, my God moſt dear.. 


| (2) 
[ [8 BY ſelf Tow Thee'tor my ſelf, 


Y Whom Thou gift make of Earth. 
FE Bur Thou' haſt made me o're again, 
4 | "ol Thou gav'ſt a Second Biith. 

| | "ff Twice born and twice Endu -d with'Life, 
* | _ haſt tocome to Thee, 


| Yi” To pay my Vows, my Chanks,my Heart 
wn | With all Humilicy, 
ol O 


'q y. 

/ ; 

: - 
. 

| | 


O wasT Born acl Tg Beneath 2 
And then-Born from above ? 

AmlTa Child of Man and God ? 

O Rich and endleſs Love! ._ bs 

VVhen I had broke the Tables, Lord, 
New Tables thou'didſt Hew; 

And with thy Finger didit Engrave 
Thy Laws on them anew. 


Gy ; 
Earth js my Mother, Earth my Nurſe, 


And Earth muſt be my Tomb, 
Yet God, the God of Heay'n and Faith 
My Father 1s become, 

Hell enter'd Me, and into Elell 

l quickly ſhould have Run. 

But O! kind Heaven laid hold on Me ; 

Heav'n is ia Me begun, 


(5) 
This Spark will riſe into a Flame, 


This Sced ictoa Tree ; 
My Songs (hall riſe, my Praiſes hall 


Loud Ballelujahs be. 
E 4 XXYVK 
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56 


Songs of P2aiſe 


XXVI. A Song of P2aiſe for wa | 
 Twer ' _—_— 
_ 


[4% We are the Heavns, O God of | 
= Yy Heaven? © - 


} [LIhonartmore bright, more High. 
| {Whar are bright Stars,and brighter Saints 
{ , To thy bright Majeſty.” 
| IThictfar above the Songs of Heaven 
| ' Sung by thy Holy Ones. © 
| And doſt thou Stoop and Bow thine Ear 
x To A poor Sinners Groans : JO 7, 
(2) 
God minds the O05" of my Heart, 
' My Groans and Sighs he hears. 
He hath a Book for my Requeſts, 
"WE ' A Bortle for my Tears. _ 
"© Bur did not my dear Saviours Blood 
HE Firſt waſh away their Guilt, 
£3 My Sighs would prove bur empty Air, 
* | My Tears would all be Spile, ; 


/ WON G) 
© 1+ Lord, thine Eternal Spirit was 
JUN Wd Advcate within 3 


But 


to Almighty God. 57. 
- HBnt O ! my Smoke } joyn 'd with thyFlame, 
b | My Prayer was mixt with Sin. 

But then Chriſt waz my Altar, and 
My Advocate above» 
of | His Blood did clear myPrayer, and gaind 
| an Anſwer full of Love. ' 


(4) 


It could not be that thou ſhouldſt Hear + 
A Mortal ſfinfa] Worm.. 
But that my Prayers preſented are 
; In a more glorious Form, 
Chriſts precious Hands took my Requeſts, 
 Andturn'd my dro ro Gold 3 
| His blood put warmth into my Prayers, 


| VVhich were by Nature cold. 
(5) 


Thou heard'ſt my Groans for Jeſus fake, 
VVhom thou doſt Hear alwayes. 


Lord, Hear through thar prevailing Name 
| My Voice of Joy and Praiſe. 


t's 


XXL 


I 


« 24 EK 4 | 


$$ HSong$of Peaiſe 
- XXVII. A Song of P:atiſe fo: Delit- 
verance from. Enemtcs. 


1) | 
TReat God, LY doſt the World 
| Command, 

Thou Check'|. both winds and waves 
The Devils, which like Lions Roar, 
Are thine Enchained Slaves, 
The Sons of Rage are Smoaking Brands 

And Idols Feard. in vain ; ] 
Thou Lord, the only, only God 
Theic Fury doth reſtrain. 


| 


þ 


(: 
ThouLord,didſt ...F hierceEſausBrow, 
And Change his Murm'ring Breath ; | 
Thou gav'(t.co him a Brothers Hears, 
Who Vow'd his Brothers Death. 
Angels have Arm'd at thy Command ; 
;And-Scars have Shat their Dar: ; 
Nature hath fought; and Miracles 


_ Have took thy Churches part. . 
(3) 
Thee, Lord; who {till thy Church doſt 


All acorns muſt ey, (Love 
Ard when for Thine thou doſt Ariſe, 
'Fhei En'mics where are they ? 1 


to'Mnighty God. 
t cry d to Heav'n in my Diſtreſs; 
I ro my God did Flee ; Tk 
"5 with Compaſſion heard my Cry, 
Hedid Ariſe for Me. © | 


(4 
er IWith humble Fear K thankful Joy, 
Lord, at thy Feet T Fall, 
Unfeignedly acknowledging, 
Thar thou alone dolt all. 
Thoy arc all Power, thou art all Love, 
And forhon-art ro Me, 
Bleſt be my*Gad, now and —_—  # 
Andto Eternity. 


XXVILA Song of Praiſe fe fo2: Delt. 
berancefrom rf rag 


Thar am drawn = we ctheDepth, 
Will Stag upon the Shore. 

] chat in:Hells Ft Suburbs lay, 

Pure Mercy: will Adore. 

The Terrours of the Living 
ih My Soul didſoaffrighc, 
&1 I Feaudleſi I ſhould+be Condemr'd 
ToanErernal-Night, 


$2 


W, 


God 


Kind 


Songs of P:a1le 


Kind wa che picy of my. Brjends, 

 Butcould not Eaſe my Smart ; 
Their words indeed-did 1 my Caſe, 

-  Butcouldnot reach my Heart. 

Ah then what- was this World to Me, 

To whom Gods Word was dark ! | 

Who in my Dungeon cou'd not fee + 
One Beam or ſhining Spark, \; 


W hat then were all = Creatures Smiles ; 
. When the Creator frewn'd ? 

MyDays wereNights, my Life was Death 
My Being | was my wound, 

' Tortur'd and wrack'd with Hellifh fears, 

_  V'Vhen Gad the Blow ſhonld give, 

Mine Eyes did fail, my Heart did ſink, 

Then Mercy bid me live. 


Gods Furnace doth ba Sion ſtand, 
Buc Si0ns God Sits by 

As the-Refiner Views his Gold 

 VVithan obſervant Ey. : 

Gods Thoughts are high, his Love is wile 

His VVounds a Cure intend, 


to Altnghty'&od. 6+ 
f And-tho' He doth nor alwayes Smile, 
He Loves unto the End. 


G) 
Thy Love is conſtant co its Line, 


Tho' Clouds ofr come between. 
O could my Faith bur pierce theſeClouds, 
It might be always ſeen. 
But-I am weak; and forc'd to Cry, 
Take up my Soul to Thee, 
Then as thou ever art the ſame, 


.| So ſhall [ ever be. 
ith (6) | 
Then ſhall I ever, ever Sing, 
Sy Whileſt thou doſt ever Shine, 
| Thave thine own dear Pledge for this, 
) "0 thou art eyer mine. 


led 


——_— 
—_—_— 4. — 


XXIX A Song of P:aiſe fo2 1 Delt- 
verance from imminent Danger 


of Death- 
(1) 


 Ocd of my Lite, Length of my Days, 
Thy: Hand bach reſcu'd me, 
V Vho 


ile 
AIC 


On "Songs of Paaile 
| VVho lying at the Gates of Death 
Among the'Dead was-Free. 

My deareſt FriendsI had refign'd 

Unto theic Makers care ; 
Me thovghtI only time had left 

| ForaCl oncluding Prayer. | 


(2 
Me thoughts Death wo his Hand on mel 
And did his Pris ner Bind ; 
And by the ſound. me chought (LY 
His Maſters Feer behind. 
Me thoughts I ſtood upon the Shore, 
And nothing could [ec, 
But the Vaſt Ocean with my Eyes, 
A Vaſt Eternity. 


(3) 

Me thoughts I heard w Midnight Cry 
Behold the Bridegroom comes. | 
 Methoughts I was call'd ro the Bar, 
V'Vhere Souls receive their Dooms. 
The World was at an End .to-me; 
As if it all did\Burn. 

! , 'Bur Lo'/there came a Voice from Fleav' 
Which order d my.Return.” . 


L ord 


"""- Altnighty Gdd. 
(4) 
Lord, I return'd at thy Command, 
V'Vhat wile thou kave me do ? 
O let me wholly live to I hee, 
To whom my Life T ow. 
Eaine would | dedieate to Thee 
The Remnant of my Days, 
Lord, with my Life renew my Heart, 
That both = Name may pole 


—w_ EE —— 


0.0.0 'A ( Gi of _— to2 the 
Hope ar  OWP. 


Sojournin a Vale - Tears. 
Alas, how can I Sing | 

My Harp doth on the V Villows hang, 
Dis-tun'dn every String. 

My Muſick is a Captives Chains, 
Jarfh Sounds my Ears do Fill, 

How ſhall I Sing ſweet Sions Song 

On this Side Szons Hill ? 


(2) 
Yet Lo, I heara Joytul Sound 
Surely 'I quickly come. 


"ME For'tis his VVill chat where he is, 


64 Songs of P:atle 
| Each word much ſweerneſs doth difti]], 
Like a full Honey Comb. 
And doſt thon come my deareft Lord ? 
And doſt thou furely come ? 
And doſt thou ſurely quickly come ? 
Me thinks I am at Home, 


W-- 

Come then niy deareſt, deareſt Lord, 

| My Sweeteſt, ſureſt Friend. 
_ Come, for 1 Loath theſe Kedar Tents, 
Thy Fiery Chariots ſend. 

VVhar have I here; My thoughts and Joys] 
Are all pack'd up and gone, , 
My Eager Sou] would follow them 

To chine Eternal Throne. 


| (4) 
VVhat have T in this barren Land ? 


My Jeſus 1s not here. 

Mine Eyes will ne're be Bleſt until 
My Jeſus doth Appear, 

My Jetas is gone ap to Heav'n 

To ger a Place for Me. 


There ſhould bis Servants be. 
IF Cangan 


eq 0 Kinighty God. 


FOE ; 
Canaan |. view from Piaabs to topz _ 


Of Cansans Grapes . ]. raſt. 
My Lord who ſends unto me here 
Will Send for Me atlaſt. 
[ have a God that Changeth not. 
Why ſhould I be: perplext # P 1651 


My Go that ownsMes in: this VV orlds 
VVill own Me in the next. * 


"33245 


6) 
Go SET? then, a a with Cod, 
/5  Tnto another Room. | 
Thou who haſt walked with him. heres 
Go lee thy God at Home... 
View Death with a Believing Ey. 
[c hath an Angels Face. 
And this kind Angel will prefer 
Thee to an n Angels place. 


Fe: 
The Graves but a-Fining Pot 


Unto Believing Eyes : 
For there: the Fleſh ſhall loſe its droſs, 


And like che Sun thall riſe« 
.F The 


LS S006 af Pantle 


The world,which I have copper too One" 


Hath mock d Rich es Lies. | 
How glad[y*cot#  leave.hehn ind - - 
Irs vexing Vaines? 0 * G Uivu 25 
2) 1? OQTNI 231510 21408; 6 B4S7 - 
$}58138 +1 b oC lir/ 
LM TIID2 "BY 
| My faare Frieda phy ex Qedilaboney 
- Tbom\ Willckgg rd Seq; 0 350 bit 1 
And all my Erjendade{tubf ans 
Will ſoon come after Me. 
Fear, nor ,che Th Fflch ps 


Earth ren ding. 
Dre hor the? Rr Dona (Sug | 


For he t ac .Is £0 b by nf udpe, | 


TTY C 


ugd; 


* ” 
43 gp” 4* 


8B BK” 
a&* yy I 1 . y —_— , > 
| \*4 ; '* # © 1  KS.SD., F 1 S x 
eV ULTY SD! Fa K 1 Ls Jo & * 


| Bleſt be my: vGofit : 
V Vho in the dark, i Grope | 
Bleſt be my God: Ike God of ove, 
{ VVhocaulech metp hope. 
| Here's the V VordsSigres, Comforts 'Staffe, 
TR. And here is Graces Chain, (7 0 
8 By theſe thy Pledges;Lord, hnowy + 
My Hopes are Povin vain, 


y 


DG me Light, | 


XXX 


C /Anighty-6ov. & 
Yo 


XXXL 2 Svfi ngof P2 allesCotiected 
- onto: the; Book of Platrhes: - 


mc) =" Praiſe the Lord, Praiſe Hind, 


"Oey Praiſe Him, 


Praite Him with'one accord. 
Praiſe Him! praiſe Him all ye that be * | 
The Servants of the Lord. 
476; SingPraiſes to our God Sing Prailez 

Sipg Prajſes to our King. 
”l Praiſe to the King of all the Eatth, 
, Wit underſtanding _— —_— 


| 
| 


—_ >. 
"pr p 


(2) 

03.7. My Soul give Land unte the Lord 
My Spirit (hall do the. ſame, 

Atid all the Secrets of my Heart, 


Praiſe ye his Holy Name. 
PS,955. Come let tis Bow and praiſe the 
Before Him let us F al, (Lord 
| And Kacel to Him with obe accord ; 
bs For He hath made us all. 
(3) 


7 He. 1s the Lord : He 15 our God, 
For us He doth provide. 


BZ W 


68 Songs of Praiſe 
We. ace his Flock, he doth us Feed, 
Hrs: :Sheep, hre- doth us Guide. gh 
18ar-Þ will Give Thanks unco chel:ord, 
Becauſe he hach-beard Me, 
And is become:moſt Loviogl) Y; 
A Saviour unto "m_ 


| (4) 

1 3-TheLord is my detence and FODY 

"My Joy, my, Mirth, my Song, 

Hei is.-become for me indeed 

A Saviour moſt {travg, . 
28. Thou act my God, [ will Confeſs .. 
And render Thanks to I hee. 
Thou arc my God, and [I will praiſe 


Fhy Mercy cowards Me. 
(5) 
29.0 Give Ye Thanks unto the Lord, 


For Gragious is He ; 
Becauſe his Mercy doth endure 
' For ever toWards Me, 


XXXIIL Another: 
1) 
O render thanks unto theLord 


How great a Caulchavel? 


= 


'*S Muithhity' God. 69 
My Vaice,my Prayer and myGomplaine 
That heard ſo willingly ? ;.: ;: 
59-17- Thou art my/(trengtb, thou haſt me 
O Lord, 1 Sig to Thee. (Stay? d, 
'Thon are my Forr, my Fence andAid, 
A Loying God to me. 
t2 
| 7325+ V Vhar thing; is + A chat [ can with 
Bat Thee in Heay'n above ? 
-And in the Earch there is nochirig - 
Like Thee chat I' can Love, - | 
;6.9, For why? the VVell of Life'lo pure 
Doth ever flow from Thee'; 
And in thy Light we are full (are 
The laſting Lighc to lee. - 


(3) 
27-15: My heart would faint, but thagi in me 


This Hope is Fixed faſt, 
The Lord Gods good Grace ſhall I ſee 
In Lite chat ay fall laſt, 14+ 1 
43.13- For this God 1s onr God, our God 
For evermore is He. 
This God of ours even unto-TDejth ©. Th 
Qur faichtyl Guide will be. 6 


5 Sh 


Lg 
we 


"Ven x 


"Songs of 3; 


i ” ; 

v7 7 Whicr [ awake, I ſhat beheld | 
ln Righteouſneſs thy Face. g 

And fra? be motile to Thee, 

' Evenfilled with thy Grace. 
16.17, Full Joys are in thy Preſence, Lc rd, 
| (A Sweet andprectons Store) + 

My God at thy Right Hand there a are 


Pleaſures for evermore. 


(5) 
103; 21, YeAngels whith are e great inPower 


-Praile Ye and Ble(s the- Lord, © © * 
VVhich ro obey and do Flis VVill 
Immediately accord. 
22- Yea; all his works incevery Place 
| Praiſe Ye His Holy Name, '' 
My Heart, my'Mind oh, all my Soul 
Bo or ever r praiſe the ſame. 


— En CCC _ a 


XX Xiu. A Song .of Baile Col- 
lected from rhe Doxrologies in 
the OY” Df John. 


[I REV." 
W FS. 


AO Him chat "RT's us from 
 Himſelt, 48 
Aud 0y'd to dous good. And 


1 TEMMALMP God. © 7 
And wafh-us f rorti'but Scarlet Shs: = 
In his own pureſt $1669,” © ous 
6.And made ns Kings and Prieſts to Goc 
His Father infinite: CUARETT WETRT 
To Him Ecerval Glpry,be, 13CVIGO 

And Everlaſting:!Might, ::|; -- - 


63d #tL5 
Aa) _— == 
SIES-ATY; + NL 


$-12 The Lamb is-worthy that was ſlain 
To have'all Power and Wealth, 

All Honour,Glory\Wiſdom, Strehpth, 

Thanks tor his Saving Health. 

T 3, Thanks, Hlonour,Glory, Power toHir 
That on the Throne dorh Sir ; 

And to the Lamb tor ever and 

For ever ſo be it. 


(5) 


; 7-9: Thouſands of Thouſands of the Saint 
; W hich ſtand before their King, 

| Witch Shining Robes and Spreading 
: Loud Hallelujahs Sing. (Palme 


10. Aſcribe Salvation to our God 
\ WhoSitsuponthe Throne, © 
#4 


An 


EL "Songs of Pracfe - 
And to the Lamb, the Gloriogs "__ 
| Aſcribe Salvacion, Frey, | 


(4) 
$1.12. - Aon ,Amen, AP cry, 


Salvation i is his dne. 
And we through all Frernity 
His Praiſes will Renew. 
Thaoks,Glory, Bleſſing, V Viſdom, Might, 
Honour and Power then 
Bc ro our God tor evermore, 
Fat evermore, Amen. 


| aatatenatag anecaathe 


"THE 


SONG OF SONGS 


WHICH IS: 


SOLOMONS 


Þirſt Furned then Paraphraſed i in 
Engliſh Verſe, © 


FO EN CC _ 
—_ —— 
his. - ———— —————_ 
” 
- - 
a % 


| The VE R $ T 0 N, 
CHAP. I. = 
V. 1. The Song which doth all Songs Excel 
Written by Solomon, | 
The wiſeſt King of Iſrael, 
Aud Bleſſed _ Son. 


! Dialogue ] 
| Ede Church fo CHRIST. 
2.F YOme near, Come nearer yer and 
ThySweecteſtLips to mine.(move 

For why? Thy Love(who art all Loye) 
| Exceeds the Richeſt Wine. 
_ Like 


_ 
-AD 5 


'Dhe Dong of Songs 
3 Like to.an Ointment poured ont _ _ 
Isrhy Sweer-Name and Favour pit 5K 
Glad Virgins Comp als Thee abour 
For thy ood Ointment Sayour, mY 


=: 'O draw Me with thy Cords of Love, 

We will Rub after Thee. 
tohisRootys aboye * 
Habs Bay Eonduled Me. 
{;Lhy|Beains will make our-Faces ſhine, 
In Thee. ; Weawill Rez 
= by Love 1s more to us t 
"Thoy aſt the uprights Choice. 


"The King 1 


. Ye Davg liters of Feruſalem, 
"""Tho' bd Black, 
ot Kedars 


yet Fair; 
Tents, ke rnkbcprs 
Which Solomons Bed doth WEAT. 


_ 


5 Wine, 


6. Look not with a diſJaioful Ey 

-Upon my 'San-butnt 'Face. 

My Mother: Childreri Rag'd at Mg 

"And wrdiight me mach diſgr 
Sth was er Env 

; Their Vines ni6f 


ace, 


fuch their Qrudge, f - 
be inſpe&ed, | 
y Whilelf 


]« 


\ ohileſt at their Vines. was 3:thels Dendge 
| Mine own Were quite negleded.. 


7 Bur,O Thou whom my Soul doth love, 
Tell me now from thy | Breaſt, 
Where feede thy Floek:; "Wave doth it 
' VVhere js its Noone Tide reſt? (mqve? 
Why ſhould I ſtray and lole my way, 
_ Till aclaſtdo Fall. Ns 
Among thy: Fellowes Flocks, 43 they 
Themſelyes do proudly call? 
CHRIST. 
8.0 Faireft F air, then go "and Trace . 
The Fooifteps of my Sheep, 0329 
And Feed my Kids beſt ide the Place © 
| W here my good Feppergs Keeps 


9. M yl ny [ bave compared Theo. 

' To thoſe Egyptian Mares. 
$/Vbich in King Pharaohs Chariots F lee =p 

oF "aireſt of all F aires | | 


10. Thy Cheeks are comely to behold 

W bich Rowes of Fewels Deck. 
Large Chsins of pure and nies Geld, 7 
Adorn thy Reyes Neck. "Ji 
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11:T and my Father, we will- wake 
|  Burders of Gold for Thee,” i 
With Silver Studs for thy, F S Ps | 
That thou mayſt Richer be. 4 


The Church. 
12. The King doth ac his Table Sic, 


And I that love Him well 
_ Do ppure my Spikenard on his Feet, 
Which gives 2 fragrant | Smell. 


13. My VVelbeloyed i 1s to Me 
A Pomander of Myrch; 


Betwixt my Breaſts all Nighe ſhall He 
Be Lodg'c d and neyer Stir. 


I « 


74. My VVelbeloved is to Me 7 
Like Aromatic V Vines ; | 

Like Cluſters of the Camphire- Tree, 
Among Engedas Vines. 6d 


CHRYST. 


i 15.Lo.thou art Fair, my only Lowe, 
et My Lowe, Lo thou art F air. 
WT ws art my Love, thou art my Dove, 


Doves Eyes 1 Thee A "Ppeare 


4 1108 


aa— 


wht afis SOLOM ONS. 


The Chitrch. - 
6. Nay, my Beloved, Thou att Fair, a 
My Fairneſs is from Thee, 

\ndthou art Sweet beyond Compare, 
W hart a. green Bed have we | 


+a 


4. TheBeamis areCedars where we dwell, 

So ſtrong they will not Stir, 
he Rafters ſend a pleaſant Smell, 
Por they are made of Fir. 


F | 


The FARAPHRASE 
CH AP. L 
1. Now will I Sing of Chriſt the King, 
And of bis Church the Queen ; 
The Song of Songs torbem belongs, 


Where their pure Flames are ſeen. 
[ Dialogue] 


Lhe Church to CHRJ ST. 


2. Et my dear Saviours Love Appeat 
By {ome aſſuring Sign. 
| Lhon, Lord ,my fainting Soul doſtChear, 


When thou lay it, I ain thine. 


2 
ax: Rn 


Let 


 @Thyo'SongofSongs. 
Let Others qn theic. Dainties Feed 
 And,drin "the fickeſt Wine ; .... 
My: *Feaſt doth all their Feaſts exceed,” 

VVheo thou fay'lt, 7 am, thine. |; 


W 


# Thy VVord which Sounds thy might) Y 
And how good chou haſt been, (F ame, 
Dorh lo revive; that for the Same, 

Souls love Thee, tho' onſeen ; : 0 
Souls of an Heavenly make and. Frame, 
The Joyful Heires of Grace, 

Do traſt tuch-Sweernels in thy Nate,” 


 Theylongr ro fee thy Face. k 
4. Fail would" I, but'I carinve move 3 I | 
Sin hath E nfeebled me: 
O draw me with the Cords of Love, 1 
[ will Run atter Thee. : , 


Thou hear'ſt, thou draw'ſt,I come,I come 
Thy Love (my God)Yis Sweet. 
Thy, Pcc{ence-GChamber.is the Room! 

. V V here Souls and Joyes do meet. 
Our. Earchly Pleaſures we forger, 
To think uponthy Love, 


/ 


Whieh1$'SOLOMONS. = 7s 
All upright Sules cheir Minds M Sev 
On Thee, my Lord, above." | 1gel; 


A | 


I. Tho! hto Stragers Black do Seen, 
And under Foot am Trod, 

ty Yer am | Fair, ij eavens eſteem, 

cd Tam the Houle of God. , 


6. O do not Scormmy ontyvard ſtate, 
oF Ye ktow not:Whar's.gitbins. 2 
* IV VhomGod dothJave; how-dare yelner? 
My Savibuthides.my Qin, 114-400 5 
Profeſt ; Chareh; Members: ſhould-- have 
Some Comfere tomy: Mind; (brought 
Bur did they Lreat me adithey ought,. 
Alas they prov d unkind, 
Thefr: Angerdid 'my words controul;” © 
They Bow 'dmero their VVill, 
And ſo-my' own'immortal Soul 
Declin d and" Fared 1], 


ne 


7, Pity-my tempted ſtate, O Lord! 
V Vhom (till F do adore. 

O: bring Me home' by thy good word, 

all. . my blefſed Soul Reſtore, 


Since, 


fo The Song of Songs. 
Singe; Lord, thy Mercy ill aþtdes, Þ} 
Shall I be. loſt among | - 
Falſe flocks, falſe dodrines, & falſe qutides; 
 Vyhich do thine Honour wrong: 


-- CHRIST. 


$:My Gluck, to Me the World is e drifts 1 
And. thou a/Pearl of Price;  - ©) MF 
And art thou' Stray 4 and at a Loot” - / 
© Uztendromy- Advice. w__ 
Look back upow my Church of old | 
"And Mark which way they wendy... |} 
Andiler thy Childrens Eyes 'bebold' 
The P aftours Þ bave 6 ent. | 


9. As Pharaohs Horſes (Epypes Pride). 
I: Derm'd the Choiceft Breed ; 


So thou my Church, my Faireft Bride 
All Fair Ones deſt encvetd.. 1. 


- JO. Mans Eyes the outward tate behold, 
Mine Ezes are on thy Heart, 


W bileſt others Shine with P aa and Gold, 
Through Grace thou Lovely art. 


M 


Whichis SOLOMONS. 8$r 
| 11. My Soul that Lowes Thee is ſo glad © 
Thy Stock of Grace to fee, | 
; $1 and my Father, we will adde 
A new Supply to Thee. 


The Church. 


| 12. My King doth:Sic in Heaven above, 
= Where Angels do attend. ' 
And from below, my Faith and Love 
Shall co my King aſcend. 


13. My Faith aſcends unto my Lord, 
And brings him down to Me. 

My Love a Bolom doth afford, 
Where He ſhall Lodged be. 

O the Sweet cime, as if [ was 
Reigning in Heaven above 3 

When once my Soul doth Chriſt embrace 
In Arms ot Faith and Love ! 


14. It 1s ſo Sweet, when we do Meet, 

My Joyes 1n Chriſt exceed 

The (weereſt Smells,and Tafts,and Sights; 
Which Can Cur Senſes Feed. 


G CHRIST. 


A 
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The Song of Songs 
CHRIST. 
15.My Deareſt Church, I do admire 
The Beauties of thy Mind, | 
So Meck, ſo Harmleſs, ſo Entire, © 2 
So Faithful and ſo Kind. 


Lhe Church. 

15. My deareſt Lord, | houartthe Sun, 
By whole brighe Rs I Shine, 

And then my Glory firſt begun, 
W hen thou becameſt mine, J 

Since thon art mine, and am thine, 
A Numerous Race doth Flow 


In every place, which to thy Grace 
Their Birch and Being ow. | 


17. Lhe Dear Afſemblies of thy Saints, 
Where thou my Lord doſt dwell, 

Are Sweet and pure, and fhall endure 
Againſt the Gares of Hell. | 


The VERSION. 'C 
CHAP. II. 
CHRYST. 
Am the Reje of Sharon- Field, 
I am ine Lilly Whue, | Th 


3 4 


which 8 SOLOMONS. $3 
The Lilly, which the Valleys yield, 
I am both with Sweet and Bright. 


2. What are Thorns in th' Account of Men 
Unto the Lilly Bright ? 

W bat are the Faireft Daughters when 
My Lowe Appears in Sight ?+ 


Lhe Church. ' 


3+ What are the Common Trees o*th' 
Unto the Apple-Iree? (Wood 
W hac is the Rich and Nobleſt Blood, 
My Lovely Lord, to Thee ? 
I Sate ReJoycing in Times paſt 
Under his cooling Shade. 
His Fruit was Sweet unto my Taſt, 
O what a Feaſt | made ! 


4. Unto his Cellats flor'd with Wines, 
He caus'd Me to remove, 

Over my Head abroad he Spread 
The Banner of his Love. 


———_ 


, Give Flagor s for a Cordial, 


["g Brivg Apples Me to Chear, 
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For T am Sick, I Faint, I Fall, | 
[ Languiſh ſor my Dear. __ 


6. His Left Hand underneath my Head 
For oy Support 15 plac'd. 

His Righe Hand over me is Spread, 
And thus I am Embrac'd. 


 —_—) 


7. O Salkems Daughters, you I Charge, 
Both by the Roc and Hind, 


Ye.do not move nor Stir my Love, "Wy 


Unml it be his Mind. 


8. My Welbeloveds Voice of Joy 

My Heart with Comtorc Fills. 

He comes Leaping on Mauatains High, fl 
And Skipping on the Hills. 


g. My Welbeloved comes in haſt, 

| Like a Switr-Footred Roe, 
Nay, my Beloved flies ſo Faſt, 

Young Hart did never ſo. 

Behind our V Vall, Lo ! He doth "RE? 
__ He'sar our Uitndawes {cen. 

He ſheweslHimſclt ſo near at Hand, 
There: s bur a Grate between. 


which is $0L0MON8, 


10. I gladly heard His Gracious Os 

Who thus ro me did ſay, 

Riſe up, my Love, my Baiceit one... - 
Make haſt and come away... :- © 


1 1. The Seafon ofthe Ye. ir [avites, 

The Winter's gohe and paſt. 
Behold a Spring of ——_— Gf "3 
» | No Rain, nor Stariny Blaſt, ; | «© 


.\ 

12, The Flowers upon the Earth appear; 7 
The Birds begin ro Sing 3 

The People of our Land do —_ tv 2 
The Turtles Murmuring, | od. 


bl 1 wo upon their Trees fe brown, 
Young Grapes their Smells diſplay. 
Riſe up, my Love, my-Faire(t one, - 
Make halt and come away. . *' 


14.0 my FairDove,whoſe Fairneſs dwells 
In Dark Obſcurity, __ 
J' ln Cloven Rocks atjd ſecret Cells, " 
Come, Shew thy Self ro Me. 
O let thy Face to Me appear, 
Let thy Voice Aniwer Mine, _ 
G3 Thy 


85 DTheSongof Songs 
Thy Voice is Muſick in mine Ear, 
Thy Countenance doth Shine. 


T5.Catch us the Foxes in a Toy), 
The lictle Foxes catch, 

For chey our fruictul Vines do ſpoil, 

Their tender Grapes they Snatch. 


16. My: Welbeloved, He is mine, 
And I am his dard. | 

"n Paſtures, which with Lillies ohjne, 
He rakes his Flock co F ced. 


27-Till-the day break,and Shades depart 
Beloved, halt to Me. 
Even as the Roe and render Hart 


On Bether- Mountains Flee, 


# + » + # 


— ———_ 
boner ctd-Tord _ —_—_ _—_ —— 


The PARAPHRASE. 

CHAP. 1lI. 
CHRIST. 

1-6 TUch is the Power of my S weetLowe, 

My Church it Sweetneth. 


Ir Sreties Earth and Heaven above. 


It Sweetins Life and Death, _ 


Such 


which is  SOLOMONS. 


Suoh is the-Beauty of my Face, 
'Tis withſuch Glories Grown d, 
That Solomons Glory maſt pive place 
To what dg hines me around. © 
As Lillies in the Valleys grow, 
Sol the Valleys own. 
The Humble are my. Heaven below 
The Lowly are my Throne. 


2. No comely Perſons can T1 ſee, 

But whom my Grace adorns, 

My Church. a Lilly is to Me, 
And all the Ref are Thornss 


The Church. 
3- None bur a Jelus, none but He !; 
He is the Chiefeſt gaod. 
My ]-fas isan Apple Tree, 
And others Barren Wood. ITT. 
He is a Shadow trom the Heat 
Of Conſcience, Wrath and Hell. 
2 Heis trae Manna, Heavenly Meat, 2? 
Which Feeds his RE Fr 
The Shadow of his Sacraments 


_ Hath been exceeding good; 
BG 


Pail! 


$8 The Song of Songs. 
Under thar Shade a Feaſt I made 
Upon his Flefh and Blood. 


" 4 My. Chriſt | is like a Cellar Stor'd 
With Sweet and precious Wine, Ig 
| What Sweetne(s found I in my Lord, 
When He aid, I am =—_— [ 
As Sonldiers co their Colours ſtand, 
- And after them do move. 
So doth my Deareſt Lord Command, 
And draw Me by his Love, 


5. Nothing but Glory can Suffice) 
The Appetite of Grace. 
Tlong for Chriſt with Reſtleſs Eyes, 5 
T Languiſh for his Face. 
O Take Me up, or let Me Sup 
| * On Promiſes Divine, 
Thoſe Apples from the Tree of Life, 
Thoſe Flagons full of Wine. . FJY 


5. Haw am I Born, whileft Siak ofLove, 
WW In thoſe Bleſt Hands of his ? 

| His Lefc,my Soules Support doth prove, || 1 
ll. His Right my Comfort ts, 

Wo | And 


| 
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f7.And whileſt/his Love doth Me inflames 
Hear what a Charge I give, © 
All ye that own his Sacred Name, 
Do nar his Spirit Grieve, 
He is a]l Loye, he is my Love, 
© do not him abuſe, 
Do not-again put him to pain # 
Dear Chriſtians, Turn nor Fewes, 
Lord,:leave.us nor. yet if thou wilt, .- 
VVith Tears we'll own thy Right, - 
Bur a Departure forc'd by Guile 
Makes a Tempeſtugus Night. _ | 


8. My deareſt Savioars Voice I hear, 
He comes on my account, 
Nothing can ſtop his ſull Career, 
No, not Corruptions Mpunt. 


9. My Lord makes haſt from Heaven tg 

And he Himſelf preſents, (Earth 
To Men of a polluted Birth, 5 7 LN 
By VVord _ Sacraments. 
Tho',like a V Vall, our frail Eſtate 
Prevents: a perfe Sight. 


5s @he Song of Songs. 
Yet thro' his @rdinances.Grate 
Darc in ſome Beams of agat, 


10. My Lord to Me did thus begin, 
Ariſe, my Love, and Flee " 

From VVorld, Fleſh \Sarhin, Self and Sin, 

Q come away to Me. 


11. Time was, when chi waſt cold ahd 
An Heir of V Vrath thou waſt, (dead, 
And Vengeance-Storms hung o're thy 
But thoſe Sad daysare paſt, (Head, 


1 2.The Flowers of Grace begin to Spring 
In Thee ſo hopetully. 

" That all the Heavenly Quire doth Sing | 

Glory to God on High. 


| TIL -My Church, thou art my tehder 
'My dewes have nouriſh! d Thee, (Plant, 
Now thou arc mine, now thou 'mult 


Thy Fruit, thy Self to Me. (Grant 


14. My Heartleſs Dove,. why doſi thoull 


And hide thy Selt from Me? (Paint 
T hoy 


Which 1s $0LOMONS, 93 


Thou know'lt not how I love a Saint, 
How welcom thou ſhouldeſt be. 
Come, Come, before thy Lo1d a ppear, 

Thy Perſon Joyes my oighr. 
Let me thy Prayers and Prailcs hear, 
Thy V oicc 18 my Delight. 


16, Ye Men of God whoſe Charge it is 
14 In Gods Courrs 1 co attend, 
d, Reſtrain thoſe Enemies of his, 


V Vhich do his Church offend. 


16. Mine through my Faith is my Dear 

His through his. Loye am [. (Lord, 
"Sy He Feeds his People with his VVord, 
VVhbich talts moſt pleaſantly. 


17. He Feeds them with his VVord of 
Till Glories day appears. (Grace, 
er V Vhich all the Shades away ſhall Chaſe 
at, Ot Sins, and Griefs, and Fears. 
Come Lone: ,Come Lord, come that long 
My only ExpeQation. (day 
Shovel theſe days out of the way, | 
Theſe [ills of Sppergtions 


The 


© The Song of Songs 


> hes SR Tr 1%. <— —— —_ 


"io VERSION. 

CHAP. III. 

The Church | 

[Im whom my Soul doth Lave, | 
By Night upon my Bed, {ſought 

| LSough him, but I found him not, 

\* "My Soules delight was Fled. 


| 2. AndSlugpel here? Ple now ariſe” 
And po about the Town, 

Ve Search the ſtreets and brqader ways, 
| * UntilI find my own. 

| Up'did I get, and out I went 

| My deareſt to regain. 

| But when I had my Labour Spent, 
Alas! jt was in Vain. 


43. The City-Watch Yid light on Me, 

| Of whom I did Enquire, 

{ In any ftreet, pray, Did ye See 
| The Man, whom I admire ? 


#- "Funds but a little while that I 
Had irom the Watch-men pals'd, 


| 
Wh 
nl But 
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But I did find my only Joy, . 
And then I held Him faſt, 
I held and would notlet Him go 
T1] T had brought Him home, 
Into my Mothers Houle, and fo 
Into my Native Room. 


ac 


6. O Salems Daughters, you I Charge 
Both by the Roc and Hind, - 
Ye do not move, nor 'Wake my Love, 
Until ic be his Mind. iy 


Lhe Daughters of Jernſalem: 


6. What Smoaky Pillar flrait from bence 
Out of that Deſart Riſes, 
Perfum 'd with Myrrb and F raukincenſe 
| And all the afro Spices ? 
Lhe Church. 
7, Such Ornaments his Bed do grace, 
As Solomons Bed Commend ; 
V Vhere Threeicore Men of 1ſraels Racy 
His valtant Guards attend. 


8. They al! hold Swords couragiouſly, 
' They all know how to Fight, 


It 


Each 


04 The Song of Songs 
Each: hath his Sword upon his Thigh, 
Becauſe of: Fear i'th'- Night. 


9. The Chariot af King. $ olomon, 

” Which for himſelf he made, 
| Wagsof the Wood of Lebanon, 
Which Silver Pillars had. 


I 0. Gold was the Bottom, and above 
Rich Purple Covyer'd it, 
The midſt whereof was pay 'd with Lok 


i or Salems augners Fit. 


1. Q WY Virgins, on Kiog Solomon, 

His Crown fo Rich, lo Gay, 
Wherewith his Th Crown d him on 
"Or Martiage-day, 


Tbe PARAPUHRASE. 
CHAP, II. 


Lhe Church. 
Nee did [ ſeek my deareſt Lord, 


Bur with a Sieepy Mind, 
His Preſence He did not afford; 


Slack Seekers cannot - Find. 


| % _ _—_ _— - —_— => - oe 
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2.Shall 


w - 
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Wwhich-ts SOLOMONS: 
2. Shall J; ſaid I, forego my Chriſt, 
Ando cloſeup mine Eyes ? : 
No, No, He was ſo dearly miſt, 

[ could not bur Ariſe. "8 
My Bed was Thorns, no Bed for Me, - 
Nothing could give Me reſt, ws 
Till I my deareft Lord might lee, 
And Lean upon his Breaſt : 
V Vhen private means eould not prevail, 
In publick Him I ſonght, 
| 1 waiced, cill my Eyes did fail, 
Alas, I fonnd Him not, 


3: Gods Holy VVatchmen did Me ind, 

” of whom [ did enquire, 
Pray, can ye help my croubled Mind, 

V Vhich doth a Chriſt deſire. 
- | O Happy Stars, if ye might be 

My Guides to Jelus now ! 
 Seers, did ye my Saviour ſee ? 
| Pray tell me where and how ? 

J, | Means muſt be us'd, bur cannot heal 
V Vithout a Sovereign V Vord, 


Vo! Cri 
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| Chiriſt-only can-Hundelf reveal 2: 
And fill Llack'd my Lord, 


4. One darkFlour more I did Suſtain, 
And then the Nighr was paſt. 
Tho'l had Sought fo long in vain, 
I found my Lord ar laſt. 
I found my Lord and heid Him Faſt, 
_ And would notlet Him parc. 
 'My New found Jeſus [ embrac'd 
a Lodg'd Him in my Heart. 
\ I would nor Joſe my Chriſt again, 
_ And gainaSecond Hell. 
|. My Prayers and Tears did him conſtrain 
{  Withio my Soul ro dwell. 
- As Clouds are pierc'd with powerful 
His Beams thro Mc did Shine. (light, 
His dear Aſſemblies ſaw this Sight, 
' And joy'd that Chriſt was mine. 


s.Chriſts Love my Heart doth ſo inflame, 
This Charge I needs muſt give. 
All ye that own his Sacred Name, 
Do not his Spirit Grieve. 
WH Ele is all Love, he is my Love, 
WW Odo neat Him abulc ; : 
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Do nor apain put Him co pain. 
Dear Chriſtians, Turn not Fewes. 
Lord, leave us nor ; yer if thou wilt 
With Tears we'll own thy Right 3 
But a Departure forcd by Guilr, 
Makes a Tempeſtuous Night. 


| Weak Believers. 
6. What Heawenly Souls from Earth Ariſe 


And do at Heawen Aſpire 
They Mount, they Soar, they Fix tbeir Eyes - 
 OnGed thei C bief Defire. 
Earths Wilderveſs they Nobly Scorn 

Whileſt Others Rake for it. 
Heavens Graces them do ſo Adorn, 

That they for Heaven are Fit. 


Lhe Church. 

7. Admire nor Me, bac my dear Lord, 
Whole Bolom Gives me Reſt. - 
Whole Angels warch with one Accord, 

That none iHould Me tnoleſt; 


ie, 


$. Theſe Heaven! enlyGtards are (till vs itighir, 
And ny do tlity Mende 


7.8 


= Size Gong of Sang 


For to defend his Churches Right, 
When be (hall chem Command. 

V Vhen Darknels breeds tormenting Fear, | 
Then Help comes trom on High: 

A ficengrbniog Angel doth appear 
Am: in char AgoOays = 


g. Heayen is the High and Glorious 
Ot my moſt Gloitons Lord. C Lbrone, 
\. VVho yer on Earth rides up and down 
Fch Chariot oft kis V Vord. 


10. Ris VVord 6 Rich, and ftrong, and} 
As all h1s Saints do prove ( Pure, 
V 'Vho of 1ts cruc Intent are ſure, 


And find, Its Heart is Love. ; 


11, Go ye that awa the Higheſt Name, 
Behold a Glorious She w, 

How che Almighty tpreads his Fame, 
And what his V Vord can do. 

] bis mighry King Rides Conquering, 
His VVord goes forth with Mighr ; 

V Vhich wooes and wins the Slaves of Sin 

_ Bath by ics Force and Light. 

«43 Thoſe] 


Thoſe Slaves their Helliſh Lords forſake, 


J9 
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And Chriſt dv humbly own, 

And as his Sponſe, He them doth take, 
And wears them as his Crown, 

Great was their need ; Greater his Love 
Then their Necellity. 

As well they may, Glad do they prove, 
But not lo $140 as He, 


The VERSION. 
CHAP. IV. 


CHRYST. 


'T O, thou art Fair, my only Lowe, * 

 y My Lowe, Lo thou art Fair. 

Thine Eyes are like thaſe of the Dowe 
Wrubin thy Locks of Hair. 

Thy Hjry Locks are like Goates Flocks 

Which from Moani Gilead look ; 


2.So are thy Teeth like Well-Shorn Sheep, 
Come from the Ws eſoi9g- Brook, 
They Pregnant are as well as Fair, 
For Fruit as welt as View. 


II 2. 
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'F or. <4 of. then her Twins aoth bear, ' 
*- "bots 's hot one Barren Ew. | 
&, Thy Lips are bbe'a Scarlet: Thread, 
Þ® Thy Speech is Sweet and Fine, 
"Within'thy Locks thy Temples Red 


Like broke Pomegranate Shine. 


£ Thy Neck is like to Davids Tower 
Strong Built and raiſed Hish.- WT 
AT, houſjand Shields for Men of Power 


Hang in that A rIery, 


6. Thy two Breaſts are like iwo Toung Roe 
Well Shap d and well Apreed.. 


For tbej ere Loving Twins, and theſe 
| Among, the Lilltes Feed, 


6, Until the Day "Wah Chas FY away 
The Dnsky Shades, 1 will 

B, tak? Me tv the Mount of Myrrb 
And to the Incenſe-Hill, 


, All over Fazr, my Love, thox art, 
And ſo thou Seem'ſ to Me, 


Ther 


S —_ >... -* " , 


Ther#'; is hot one e_uncomely P art,” 
Not orie dark $9ot in Thee. 


* 4% - 
LAW v9 - 
: ol 


d. Comb. Love, mith M: from rebanio) 
From Lebanon with Me, 

Since Thox and Þ are Toyn 'd in One, 
Thy Lebanon Fe be. 

From Venice Top, Prom Flermon _ 
And from Amana Hiph, 

Thoſe Lions [Dens muſi be forſook, | 
Aud where the Leopards Ly. 


9, My Spouſe, my Sifter, thou baft Gain a 
A perfe&t ViGory | 
Over my Heart by 4s bright Chain, 
* And by thy Brighter Ey, 


1 
10. How fair aad pleaſant is thy Love, 
My deareft Spouſe to Me! 1'ifh 
0 bow I prize it far above « - £1 
The Richeft Wines that be ) 
0 how my Siſters Ointments (mell 
What Sweetneſs do they yield! 
This pleaſant Scent do:h far Excel 
CL e Sweet Arabian Field, 
A 3 


T 


Tl Ib 


f 
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17. Thy Lips drop like the Honey Comb, 
There Milk with Honey F lowes. 

I Snell the Smells of 4 (ig from 


The Cents of my. $. pouſe. 


12, My Siſter avd wy Spouſe is Veil. d, 
That She may be Suppos d. 


A, Spring' Shut up, a Fountam Seal'd, 
A Garden well Exclo'd, 


T 3. Thou haſt apleafant: Nurſery 
Where Smeet Pomegranate grow, 


And Fruits which pleaſe bath Toft a Ez, | 
| There too the $ paces Flow. 


I 4- As Campvire, Spikenard, Calamns, 
Saffron. aud. Cinamon, 


Myrrb, Aloes and Incenſe Trees, 
| #ub each Spice of Renown. 


is, A Garden-Fountain is my Lowe, 
A Living Well is She ; 

I Like 6d Streams. which Swiftly 

Hm And down 10:Jordan flee, (move, 


"Eve 


_ which 1s $0ELOWONS, r03 
The: Church: 


16, Aml a Garden? t hen, O North, 
Awake, and on 1c: Breath. - 
Thy qckening Breath will Sunimon 
The Odour; from beneath. (torth 
Am la Garden ? Then, O Sonth;. 
Come, on this Garden Blow, 
One Soyercign Blaſt our of thy Mouth 
W1ll make it's Spices Flow. 
Then, Then, into his Paradiic, 
Let my B-loved.Come, 
And Ear, his Fruits-and get his Spice, 
__ And Count Lnhlelf ar Home. 


— hs td 


4 Li 
PY 
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The PARA PHRASE. 
p26 _” 


1.% /{Y Deareſt Church, T do Admire 
MI The Beanties of iby Mina, | 
$o meek, So harmleſs, Soentire, 
So Loyal, and fo Kind, 
' | Even thy Prefejſ1on I Eſteem, 
Becan/e T; open” from Grace, 


A iy 9. H 4 ' wii 


ks 1 L j 
® -- - — 
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Which makes Thee yet more comely ſeem, 
As Hair Adorns the Face, 


2. Thy Paflonrs which prepare-thy F 00d, 
Dom thak Minds Agree, | 
Their Lives aud Dofirines both are good, | 
And oring much Fruit to Me. 


3 Thy Speech ſo ſeaſon'd ; is with Grace, 
« bat many Hearts it moves, 
And Graces Colomr in thy Face 
18 [ts great Advantage proves. 


FR Thy Faith which Tons thee to tHe 4, 
Doth ſhield" thine inward Parts. © 


This Shield bath oft Extin FOHLE 4 
| The Devils Fiery Darts. ] 


G, The two Breaſts of. thy Teſtaments 
Moft Friendly do Accord. 
W bich: Nouriſhmens and ſweet Content 
' To New-Born Babes afford. 
| The Cries of a diftreſſed Soul, 
T eſe Breaſts of Comfort fill, 
ie nth make glad whom Sir makes fas, 
Ne Breaſts the Hungry F il. 
6.The 


a, 


_- 
” 
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6. The Word.is bere the Churches Fare, 


And Faith the Churcbes Light, 
Til Shades give way to Glories Day 
Then ſhall She Live by $S igbt, 


Mean- while my Gracions Preſence ſhall 


Her Dear Aſſemblies Fill, 

Her Prayers ſhall be moſt Sweet to Me, 
Sweet as the Incenſe-Hill. 

Mean while my Glorious Preſence ſhall 
Fill Heaven, that Holy Ground, . 

IP here Cher * won and Serapbims 
Their Hallely Jabs S ound, 


7. My Deareſt Church, how clear art thok, 
On whem no Sin remains | © ah 
My Blood apply'4 bath purify'd 
Thee from thy Guilts and Stains. 
Thou art to Me as white as Snow, 
And the thou Sinneft ſtill, 
Grace keeps Thee in, thou canſt not Sin 
With Tl Conſent of Will. 


8. Lt my Fair Glories Thee intice 
To come weve with Me. 


F orſake 


x06 [The Song of Syngs- 
F arſake thine-Earthly Paradiſe, 

Thy Paradiſe I'le be. 
Birth, Pleaſures, Riches, Friends aaM 

| Alre all Summ'd up in Me. (Fan 

O that thou knew'ſt how good Þ am | 

Come now and Taſt and See. 
The World's an bowling Wilderneſs 
Fill'd with the Beaſts of Prey. 
Whileſt that they Rage, Roar and Oppreſ: 
On Canaan Fix thine Ey. g 


! 
. 
_ 


/ 


Yb 


6.My Heawen-BornSpouſe, whom [ embr act F 
My Foy and Crown thog art, 
Thine ky of Faith, thy Chain of Grace |! 


Have owvercoine #y Heart. 


10. My.Deareſt Spouſe of Heavenly Birth, 
Thy Love is more to Me 

Then all the Pleaſures of the Earth, 

And Sweet thy Graces be. " 


TI! 


31, Thy Speeches in tby Heart are Brea, 
"NRF Ard Sweetly do they Flow. : 
| Thy Works do ſuch a Savour: Spread, 
"'A#Lcbanons Spices ao, 
12. Diſguiſe 


It 
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$12 Diſguiſed ta the World thougd'ſk; _ 

Heaven in.a Myfterys 

ao Me thou Runft, ro Me thou, F low. 
None knowes thy worth but I. 

As thou art mine, ſo | am thine. 

My Lowe dath Guard thy Heart. 

$73 Heart's with Meymy Love's with They, 
My Church, bow ſafe thou at! 


2/11 


" 13-1 4. My Ghurch, Thon art a Paradiſe, 


IF heve- Fruit s and Spices grow. 
of Fair are thy Fruits, azd.from thy Spice 
The Sweeteſt Odours Flow. 
The tender Plants thy Children are, 
Their Graces F = IN and Spice 3 
I am the Tree of Life 1n Thee, 
h, My Church, wy P aradiſe. 


Is. Thow art a Spring, which te thy Planty 

Doſt thy pure Streams derive : 

Under thine Ey and Miniſtry 
Thy Bleſt Aſſemblies Thrize, 
Lys Church: 

16. My Lord, if Ia Garden am, 

Then ler ty Spirit Blow, 


And it 


MY The Song of Songs 
And with its Gales refreſh the ſame, 
And make my Graces Flow. 
.And when thy Spirit chus hath blown, 
And I doFlouriſh moſt, 
Then let my Deareſt Lord come down 
And Feed upon his Coſt. 
So poor I am, So great thou art, 
Lhee, Lord, bow can Reals) 9 
Furniſh the Table of my. Heart, 
Then come and be my Gueſt, 
EO Tbs VERSION. 
CHAP. V. 
| CHRIST. 
1.'M come into my Paradiſe, 
| My Sifter and my Spouſe, 
I've Gather d of my Myr1h and Spice 
Which in my Garden Growes. © 
My Honey Comb and Honey too 
' Have been my Sweet Repaſt, 
My Wine, my Milk which here do'Flow, 
Hawe Chear'd wy Heart and Taft. 
My Friends and dear Companions, 
| Come, F on your ſelves with Me, 
yr Dri! 


tog is 


- which ts $OLOMONS: 
Drink,O my W elbelowed Ones, | 
Tee, Drink abundantly. | 

Ihe Church. 
ll 6.1 Sleep, but.,yct my Heart doth -make 
Heark ; my Beloved One 
Doth Knock and Call. '1can'c Miſtake? 
His Knock; his Tread,his T one.' | 
Open ro Me, my F athers Gn, - ** * 
Open.ro Me, my Love 
Open to Me, 'my'Undefil'd, 
Open to Me. my Dove. 
Open to Me, thar wait for Thee, 
My Mead i 1s Fill'd wich Dew. > th 
And all my Locks wich Evening drop3,, 
Let's have an Enterview. 


3. My Coat is off, and how ſhall _ 
Put on my | oat again ? ; 

Should I come o'ce the Duſty Floor, 
My Wathed Feet to'Stain ® 


"PY 


4. My Deareſt then by the Key-hole 
His willing Hand did move. 


W hich when did perezive, my Soul 
Vas touch a with Grief and Love. 


5:Row#d 


4 Kye Sotig of Songs 

6. Rowz'd by'this Palfion, [ 8id Scir 
And An{wetr'd to his"Call. 

My HandiandFingers drep'd with Myrrh 

Whick from the Lock 4g Fall. 


L 6. Then: did k open to my. Dear 3 ', 
| Bur He ( Ajas |) was gone 3 I 
He whom [did fo lately hear, 
[ Me choughts. I was 4indone. 
 ISought Him.whom my Soul Adord' ft 
Bur Him I could not have. 
_ ICalld and'Cry'd, my Love, my Lord! V 


Bur He no Aniwer pave, 


W 


7: Then did the cruel Ciry Watch || x 
'  Smite Me ahd wound me Sore. 


T he Keepers of the Walls did Snatch / 
Away tne Veil 1 wore. 


8 G D2vghrers of- Feruſalem, 
I Ch. ge You, 1t Ye Find 


| My Glorious Dear, thac He may hear, 7 
My Love afflicts my Mind, 


| The Daughters of Jeruſalem. 
| 9. What Jewels this Dear of Thine, 


'$, F aireſt, L Lizt Hs Know. 


5 F< 


- 
{ | 


which is $OLOMONS. ir Þ 
I herein do thine Others Ontsſbine, © 


That thou doft Charge us ſo? 


. The Church. 

10- My Deardelighc is Red acd white, 
The Lilly and che-Roſe. 

So Sweet a Grace adorns his Face, 
Ten I houſand He out-goes. 


11. His Head js like che Fineſt god, 
And curied Locks doth wear, 

1] Which do the Ravens Colour hold. 
So comely is his Hair, | 


ch 


12. His Eyes a are like the Eyes of Doves, 
Which on the Bapksare '' * " ER. 
And do the Streams of water Love,” 


Milk-walbt and Fitly Ser. 


. His Cheeks are like a'Spicy. Bed, 
"Where all Perfumesdo meer. 


His Lips like Lillies, whence is Shed 
The Mysch that Smells ſa Sweer. 


' 
: 
F 
' 
| 
* { 
IS 
; 4 oe» 


14. His Hands are like the Chryſolzt: 
In Rings of Gold diiplay'd, 


412. © &he Song of pay 


| His Belly 3s like Ivory __ 
"With Sopphires overlay. : 


ig. His Legion prbteeBiic ite 

| __On.GoldenSockers Set +. 
His Face, like Lebanor, is moſt Fair, 
Like Cedars moſt Compleat. 


His Moth js-moſt exceeding Sweet, 

Yea, 'He 1s wholly So ; 
Down from his'Head unto'his Feet + 

With Sweetnets He doth Flow. | 
© Salems Daughters, T his is. He 
Ot whom yedid Enquire. 
This'1s the Friend that Loverch Me. 
. Phe: 1s my Heatrs Deſire. 


The FARAPARASE. 
CHAP. Y; 
'*  CHRISE. + 
[7 Love, (my Dearef!) bath Me 


brought 
W hether thou ; dif las Ite, 
Thy Graces which my Hand hath wrought 
- Have been LG Souls delight, 
Thoy 


he. ann a 
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| Thou art a Vine, which with thy Wine, 
Both God and Man doſt Chear ; 
Feed on the Fruits prepar d-in Thee, 
A conſtant Feaſt is theres 


The Church. 


5.9uch drowſineſs doth Me poſlels, 
_ ILiveand yetT dy. 
Some Life I have, no Livelineſs. 
How dark and coidam I 
Here in the Dark and deep I Grope, 
Who us'd to Live above. 
Where is my Faith? Where. is my 
Whereis my wonted Love. (Hope? 
Ic 1s no Strangers Voice I hear, | 
FTknow it is my Lords. 
He knocks berh at my Heart and Ear, 
Theſe are his Loving words ; 
| Open co Me, my Fathers Child, 
Open to Me, my Love, 
Open to Me, my Undefil'd, 
bl Vp<n to Me, my Dove. 
I My Gracious Patience hatch ſtgod 
Long waiting at thy Door, 


10 
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- Fain would | enter for thy good 3 
- Sight not thy Saviour, 


5 


3- One wonld have thought ſach melrin 
Shonld break an Hearc ofSceel.(word 
Bur I (Alas 1) lo Srupid was, 
Their force I did nor Feel. 
My Antwer was to this EffcQ, S 
Lord, now I am ac Eaſe. TG 
And Lord, if | (hould chee reſpcR, 1 
 MyFriends I (ſhould dilpleaſe. _ 
Thy Service, Lo:d, would Coſt Me deat a 
The VVorld would me moleſt. 
© Thy heavy Croſs how can I bear? $ 
Do nor diſturb my Reſt, 


þ 
4. My Lord to this made no Reply, | 
. Only on Me He caſt. Bb 
A Sad and a Rebuking Ey, 
On which chis Senle I paſs d. 1 
Doſt thou my Patience thus requite, 
To make ic longer bear 2 4 


Doft all my Love and Sy {crings Slight, 


{ Look'd for better Fare. T 


Th 
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This Stirr'd my Love, my Gri ef and 
Which put Me co ſuch pain. (Shame 


4 5: Thar I Reſolv'd, wharever came, 
ol To own my Chriſt again ; 
Accurſt I emprations, be ye Gone, 
And do nor Me Reftrain, 
_—_ Avaunt, Ler Me alone, 
'e have my Chriſt again. 
a. Reſolution gave ſome Eaſe 
To my diſtreſſed Mind, + 
11 My Griefs did then begin to Ceaſe 
| When. I co Chriſt inclin;d. 


6.But when I did-my Self addreſs 
My Saviour to embrace, /'':.{ 
Alas for my Unworthinels 
| My Saviour bid his Face. - -- 
I For He is Great as well ay Good 
And will not be difgain'd, - ';--- 
Then his kind words,. which I withſtood, 
My Conlcience ſorely pain'd,, 
O Then I wiſth'd a Lhouland Times 
t, F har 1 had been fo V Vile, 
Toſh ike off my Security, 
V Vien Curifi badge Me afile, 
| 7 Ru 


q' 
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|Sought Him daily in his VVord, 

Bur Klim I conld not have. 

I call'd and cry'd. My Love, my Lord! 

Burhe no Anſwer g "= 


? 
\ 1 


”, Farth did oppreſ: Whom H-ave . 
Nothing bur Gricts I tound, ( torluo $ 
For they who to my Soul ſhould look, || \ 
My Soul did pierce and wound. 
Theic Words and' deeds did both Co 
To Grieve my grieved H-:art. ({pir 
Their Scorns and Tears wece Swords al 
V Vhich did increaſe my Smart. (Spra 
But ſtil] my greateſt wound was heres 
My Lord I could not find. 
Had | my Lord, | thould not care, 
tho others orov'd unkind; 
J 
8. Another Conrle [ ſtrangheways took, v 
Ft did Repair to thoſe _ 
V Vho Szon-wards do often look, * 
And did my Cale propole. 
Ble{t Soules. laid 1, who otr attend 
Ar the Almighttes Court, 


el 


A 
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y Caſe ro you [ do-Commend, 

{hat you may it report. 

\ Lord I have or rather bad, 

My Well: beloved one ; 

1s Preſence ns'd to make me glad, 

Bur, Ah, my Lord is gone | 

{ when you pray, þic ſhould acquaint 
You with h« Love and Grace, 

ell him trom Me, my Hearc dothFaint 
And Languiſh for his Face. 


Who is, ſaid rhey, this Lord of thine ? 
O Faizeſt, Let us know. 


herein FE thine others ont- Shine 


] hat thou doſt Charpe. us lo ? 


). My deareſt Eord is white and Red; 
k, Whire thro: his Pariry, 

ed thro' his Bload which He did Shed 

For (uch a one as I. 
V2S he not Red, but only VVhite, 
WE Lilly, not the Role. 


le might delight rhe Angels -: : 
But I am none of choſe, 
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Was He not white, but only Red, 
A Sufferer for his Sin, 
His Blond would Reſt upon his Head, 
Nor could | [oy therein, 
Bur my Dear Lord is white and Red; 
T his mixture pleaſecth Me, 
For, tor my Sins He Suffered, 
When He from Sin was free. 
What a reviving Sight 15 this ? 
A Rightequs Savionrs Blood, 
The Bath of Sin, che Spring of Bliſs, 
Moſt pure, moſt Sweet and Good. 
- The Fond wwchanted World admires 
Their Idols here below. 
Their Creeping, Groveling, poor defires 
Their Childifh Minds do ſhew. 
Did but my Glorious Lord appear, 
O did they IHim bur know, 
V Vhat formerly cheir Glories were 
VVould be no Jonger $0. 


The lefler Lights all diſappear, 
VVhen once my Sun doth Shine ; 
And thou' Ten Thouſand Lords were here, 
None gould be like to mine, 


2, 


1 
V 
f 
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y Lord, He 1: the King of Kings, 
The Faireſt of all Faires ; 
ff all your Fine »nd boaſted things 
None with my Lord compares. 
Vhat's your thickClay?yourStones bring 
VVhich ye your Jewelscall. (forth, 
y Lord, He is of real worth; 
And goes beyond them all. 


1- His God-head and his Government 
Are Infinitely Pure, 

folſt Glorious and moſt Excellent, 
And ever ſhall endure. 


2, His 15a pure and piercing Ey, 
Thro' all che Earch ic moves. 

Vhich the dark Hypociite doth Spy, 
And Secrec good approves. 


J. His Cheeks apprar moſt Bright and 
'V Vhen He Himlelt doth (hew, (clear | 
e thinks I in a Garden walk, 

el Where Flowers and Spices grow, 
When He doth my Aﬀetiions Stir, 
JN And Speaks unto my Mind, 


120 The Song of Songs 
Me thinks the Lillies drop with Myrrh, 
Such Savonr gol find, 
So Sweet a Grace adorns his Face, 
His Face, like Heaven, doth Shine, 
And O what Mulick do I hear, 
When _o ſaith, [ am chine. 


Ti 


14. His Bands are like to Rings of Gold- 
The Works of my dear Loid 
Are Brighc and comely to behold. 
" His Works fulfil his Ward, © C 
'The tender Bawels of his Love 
\How precious they be ! 
VVhen I am Griev d, his Buwels move 


And loudly plead for Me. 


T5. The Sweet proceedings of my Lord | - 
Arc like his Purpoſes. 
Holy and Pure, and Firm and Sure ; 
| Both Love and Stedfaſtneſs, 
His Counrtenance Majeſtical 
All Reverence doth Command. 
If He but Frowns en us, we fall 


| ) 
But 1t He Smiles, weſtand 


16.His 
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16. His Mouth is moſt exceeding Sweet, 
All Sweetneſs, like an Five. 

One word of hy like Honey 1 5, 
O How ir doth Revive. 

As 1 begun. ſhoald ] 90 en 
My Deareſt Lord to Limn, 

You'd lay, all Sweets Compacted are 
And Sammed up in Him, 


My Lord 1s larger then Deſires, 
Fajrer then Words can Show. 


One comely part Fond Earth admires, 
My Lord is wholly So, 


O Heaven-Born Soules, This, This 1s He, 
Of whom ye did enquire. 

This is the Friend that Loveth Me, 
This is my Hearts Deſire. 


han + > 1 = _ — 


The V ERSION. 
CHAP. VI. 

The Daughters of Jeruſalem. 
| T Aireft of Faires, if thus it be, 

0 whiihber is He gone ? 
Tell us, that we may ſeek with Thee 
This thy Beloved One, 


Is 


wahats wo of 


-2 
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'2. Down to his Garden He 1s gone, 

Where Beds of Spices are. F 
Thathe may Feed and Feaſt thereon | 

And Gather Lillies there. . 


7 
3. I am my Wet beloved ones 
My Wel-beloved 5s mine. 5 
He Feeds and I reads in pleaſant Meads, 
V Vhere the Bright Lillies Shine. 6 


__ CHRPYST- 
4- My Love, like Tirzab, thou art Neat, / 
Shes Like Jeruſalem, 

And like au Army ſo Compleat, 
Men Fly for fear of them. 


, oy 


s, O Turn away thine Eyes from Me, 
Thy Bright and Sparkling Eyes, 

To bear fo great Felicity 

| My Strength doth not Suffice. 

Thy Fairy Locks are like Goats Flacks 

Which from Mount Gilead Look, 


6, So are thy Teeth like Well Shorn Sheep 
; fame from the Waſhing Brook, 
_ They 
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They Pregnant are as well as Fair, 
For Fruit as well View, 
For Each of them her Twins deth bear, 


There's not one Barren Ew. 


7. As Broke Pomegranate ſeemeth Red 
And Shines exceeding Clear, 


So do the Temples of thy Head 
Within thy Locks appear. 


8. Thrice Twenty Queens together fland 
And Fourſcore Concubines, 

And Virgins like the Numerons Sand, 

Which to the Sea Adjoynes. 


0 My Spotleſs Dove, She is but one, 

_ Darling of bins Mother, 

IV þo-Lewe ab Prizes ber clone, 
She knowes not ſnch another. 

The Daughters ſaw her comely Lines, 
Ad Prais'd ber Lovely 1 

Tea, all the Oucens and Ces 
ddni' her Beauteous grace. | 


1 0.Fhat Morn Looks forth? What Moon is 
i bat Sun may _ be ? (there 2 | 


Fierce 
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Fierce Troupes with Flags difplay'd appear 
O what a Ones Sb" 


11. Tothe Nut-Garden down I went 

To See the Fruits below, 

Whether the Vines their Grepes did Vent, 
And the Pomegranates grow. 


12. My Soul gave Me « ſudden Twitch 
And made Me Nimbly Slide, 

Like thoſe ſwift Chariots, in which 

Amminadib did Ride. 


T 3. Return, Return, O Shulamite. 
| Return, Return Apace 
That we may look with much dclight 
Upon thy Glorious Face. 
What in the Shalamite, I pray, 
| Do ye expect to See ? 
Iws Armies Set in good Array | 
Ever ſuch a One 1s She. 


le r AKAFAHRAS E. 

HA P, VL. 
Lhe Church. 

F Hileſt thus my Deareſt Lord I 
Prats'd, 

is I cquld do no leſe 


They 


Wwhichts SOLOMONS. Tas 
They Heard, they Look'd, they ſtood 
Ar my great Happineſs. . (Amaz« 
And when 1 Ceas'd, they.thas reply d, 
© Faireſt, we muſt needs 
Congratulate thy Bleft Eſtate, 
V Vhich ours {o far exceeds, 
O that we were 1n ſuch a Cale 
A we perceive thon art. 
O that our Soules might find a place 
In chy Bejoveds Hearr. 
VVhicher is thy Beloved gone ? 
Pray, Letus go with Thee, 
Toſecek thy well-beloved Qne, 
V Vhole Face we Fain would See. 


2. If yon my deareſt Lord would Sce, 
Then go unto his Court, 

Look where his Sainrs Aſſembled be, 
Thither you muſt Reſorr. 

For they his Pleaſure- Gardens are, 
V Vhere He delights to be, || 

They ace his Comfort and his Care | 
There you ny Lord may See. 

Some Souls he Breeds, and ſome he Feeds 
Others he doth remove, 

ah abebpag: Hed 
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Hence from his Lower Gardens to © © 
His Paradiſe above! 


3. am my Wel-beloved ones, 
My Welk btloved's mine. 

To me his Love a Feaſt doth prove 

Bzyond the Richeſt Wine. 

 CHRYST- 

4.My Deareft Church, on whom T ſec 

A F.r and Royal Stamp. 

All Sweeneſs joyn'd with Majeſty, 
Thou art both Court and Camp), 


6. Thy Prayers are Arms, thy Praiſe: 
Thy Lowe 1s like a Dart, (Charms ; ; 
Thy Fit and Graces are ſo Strong, 
 * They overcome my Heart. 
Thy Fair Profeſſion [ eftee m, 
' Becauſe it Springs from Grace, 
Which makes thee yet pore comely Scem, 
As Hair adorns the Face, 


6.T»y Poſtours which prepare thy Foed, 
 _DPointheir Minds agree, 
* Their Lives and Docivines both are good, 
 Audvrinamuch Fruit to Me, 


7. Thy 


Wwhichis SOLOMONS. 12 
-. Thy Countenance ſo ſhines with Grace, 
That many Hearts it moyes, 

Sweet Balbfulneſs on thy Fair F ace, 
Its great Adwantage proves. 


8. The World preſents it Glorious Shewes,| 
But what aretboſe to Me ? 
Tu my Dear Church, my only Spouſe, 
All Glories do I See. 


9. Earth's Pride would ſaon confouuded be,l| 
Should but my $ pouſe appear, 
Whotoher Mother and io Me 
ls fo exceeding Dear. 
| Her Noble Birth and Real Worth 
Have Gatn'd ber ſo much Fame, 
The greateſt Princes of the Earth 
Have Prais'd ber Worthy Name. 


10. Her Sweetneſs joyn'd with Majeſty 
Her Preſence n: uch Endear'd; 

Her Power with ber Purity 
Made her both 1,o0v/d and Fear'd. 


IieT bave been with my New-born Saints; þ 
I bawe beep down to Se | 


IWha 
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What Buds were on my tender Plants 
. What bapes of Fruit for Me. 


12, When my Dear Church, T bid my Face, 
Thou did'fl thy Self bemoan. 

EF. dic but grove thy Faithful Loye, 

When thou thought'fl I was gone. 

My Bowels Tearn'd when thou did'ft Cry, 
My Lowe did Me Conflrain 

To Haſte apace, and Shew my Face 
To thy Griew*d Soul aganm, 


12. Return, Return, My Dearefi Church, 
Returu, Returnto Me. © 
The Heavenly Quire and I defire 
Thy Bleſſed Face to See. 
_ M; Heavenly Hoſt, if ye would know 
My Churches State and Caſe : 
She is another Hoſt below, 
And of an Awful Grace, 


The VERSION. 
CHAP. VILE 

_ CHRYSLT 
Daughrers of a Frince bow F air 


Are both thy Shooes and Feet | 


—.. 


——_ ' + x0 : 
- 


2 


A 


p 
I 
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Thy Foynts and Thighes like Jewels, are, 
W ronght by an Hand diſcreet. * Ls 


"fl 2. Thy Nawel as @ Cup Compleat, 
With Liquor doth abound. 

Thy Bell's like an Heap of W beat, 
Which Lillies do ſurround. 


2. Thy two Breafts are like two young Roes, 
Well Shap a and Well aoreed, 

Both which ere Lowing Twins, ET thoſe © 
Among the Lillies. Feed, 


&. Thy Neck, like Ivor, 7s moſt Fair. 
And, like a Tower, moſt ſtrait. 
Thine Eyes like Heſhbon- - Pools, which are 
Hard by Bath-Rabbim Gate. . 4 
Thy Noſe is like to Lebanons Tower, 
The Tower which dotb Centfranil 
Damaſcus-Town, the Chiefeft Flower 
-] Of ail the Synan Land, 


5, Thine Head on Thee like Carmel is, 
Thine Hair, like Parple Stain'd, 

The G zlleries fo take his Eyes, 

1he King is Flere detain'd, 
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How F air art hop, how pleaſant at, ll, 

My Lowe  Fnto oy Sight | 

So Sweetly Bs 'd in every Part, 
Thou art my whole delight, py 


7. Untoa Palme Tree I Compare: 
Thy Staiure trait and Fine. 

Thy Breafts appear both full and fair 
Like Cluſters of the Vine. 


8. Iſaid I will this Pabn- Tree Climb, y 

Fle Search ber Branches well, 7 
Thy Breaſts ſhall now like Cluſters ſbew, ( 
Thy Noſe like Apples Smell. 


Ic 


9+ Thy Palate's like the Choicefl Wine, ||* 
Which for my Friend I keep, 

Which Sweetly Flowes, and LAY thoſe 
To $ peakthat are aſleep. 


Lhe Church: 


10. f am my Welbeloved's own, 
And He is wholly mine 3 
The Stream of his Atﬀc&ion 


Doth towards me 1ncline. 


which {s SOLOMONS. 13t- 
{1. Come, my Beloved, let us go , . 
Into the Fields abroad 3 

And in the Villages below 


Let's cake up our Abode. 


12. Let's go up early in the Morn 
And to the Vineyards go ; 

To ſee what Eruits the Trees adorn, 
V Vhether the Vine doth grow. 

VVhether the tender Grapes appeafy 
And the Pomegranates thrive, 

(The Hopes of the Enſuing year) 

There Thee my Loves Pl] give. 


13. The Mandrakes Smell,and at our door 
All pleafanc Fruits there be, | 

Both New and Old which are my Store, 
Laid up, my Loye, for I hee, 


* 
* ' m F 
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The FARAPHRASE. + 
CHAP. VII. 


CHRPSL 


= Daughter of 1he M#9bt ] God 
' How comely are thy Feet ? 
K-2 


With 


133 The Song of Sorigs. | 
With Goſpel- Preparation Shod !- I | 
Thy C arriage how diſcreet 4 
2. Thou art both Fair and Fruitful tos, [ 
Great Numbers thon doft Breed, 
- Which with good Meals, the Word ant 
Thou Liberally doft Feed, (Seals p 


[ 


-P The two Breaſts of thy Tettaments 
Moſt Friendly do Accord, 
Which Nowuriſhment and Sweet Content 7, 
To New-born Babes afford. '- 
The Cryes of 2 diftreſſed Soul M 
Theſe B:eafts of Comfort Still. 
Theſe Breaſts make glad whom Sin makeQT, 
' Thiſe Brafts tbe Hungry Fall. (Sad 


. | A 

4. Thy Faith is 1hy firong Fort and Towe 

___Thine Vader ſpanding clear, 

Thy Fudging and diſcerning Power 8. 
[aforms when Danger's near. 

8. Thy Chriſt, thy Head of Eminence 1 
All Others doth exceed. 

Thy\Cbriſt, thy Head of [nſluence 

Thy Grace c th Keep and Fed. 


? 


N 


Wh 


Which {s SOLOMONS, 
{When thine Aſſemblies Exerciſe | 
Their Graces freely Given, 

The King walks in thoſe Galleries 


As in another Heaven, 


133 


36. My Church who art moſt New \moſt F air,.. | 
How Dear qrt thou and Sweet, i 

In whom all Sweets CompaGied are, 
In whom all Graces weet 2 


| 


7. Under thy weight, thou Flouriſheſt 
8 As the Stout Palm-Tree doth. 
My Church, the more thou art depreſt 
The greater is thy Growth. 

kefThe Breaſts of thy two Teſtaments, 

ay Like Cluſters of the Vine, 

Are full of Fuice which fir thy uſe 
Tield Store of Heaw nly Wine. 


4- 


8. When I perceiv'd thy Soul to thrive, 
Like to a Fruitful Tree 

Then I drew near, that [ my gh tl Chear, 
And Foy my Self i 711 eg 

Nor did { empty Handed: come, 

9 | Ar t0-thy Store ; 

H 3 
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Gods Word came then more near and bome, 
| Thy Graces Scented more. 


9. Thy Speech is like the Choiceft Wine, | 6 
So Lively and ſo firong . 
It makes the Sinners Hears divine, © © 
And Sandhfies his Tong Ute co 
Lye Church. 
Io. My Deareſt Lords Aﬀection 
I cannot but admire. 
I am my Wel-beloyeds own, 
I am his Hearts defire. 


T1. I gladly with my Lord could talk, f 1 
And Spend both Nighr and Day; 
Come Wu? let us together walk. T 
Let us together Stay. 
Br. V 


12, Come let's go fee what Fruits ang ' 
Adorn thy Garden place, (Flowerſ y 

Under the Sun-fhine and the Showers 
Of dayesand means of Grace. 

Could 1 bur ſee thy Children Spring, 
And in an happy Frame ; 

© how ſhould | Rejoyce and Sing, 

And Love Thee tor the ſame | 


I'c 


= > 
13. Ivy 
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M1 3- Thy Saints their Services prefenr, 
W hich of Sweet Savour be. 
6aints New and Old within my Tent, 
Are kept for Heav'n and Thee, 


* ' 
F © | 
S- de m_ | r—————— —_ —_ 
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The VERSION.” 
CHAP. VIIL. 


The Church. 


Would ro God thou wert fo near 
To Me as 1s my Brother, 
T hat Fill'd the Lap and Suck'd the Pap 
Of my moſt render Mother. 
When I- without ſhonld Light on T hee, 
'Y Then [ thy Lips would Kiſs. . 
JF Yea, I ſhould not deſpiſed be, 
Nor dileſteem'd for this, 


I'd bring Thee to my Mothers Fent, 
VVho would inſtru& me there. 
Pomegranare-Wine of pleaſant Scent 


Should be thy Royal Fare, 
RN 4 


ol 
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3- His Left Hand underneath my Head 
Should Lovingly be plac'd. 
His righc Hand o're Me ſhould be f pread, 
| {has ſhould [ be embrac'd, 


 4- Ye Daughters of ; 
Tis You I Charge and bind, 
Not once to move, .or wake my Love | 
Unit) 1 it be his Mind. 


Lye Daughters of Jeruſalem. 
5. Out of the Deſart doth Aſcend 
| A comely Srobt fo ſee; 0 | 
_ One Leaning on her. any F riexd. 
.. 0 whata Oneas She! © 
Lhe Church. | 
Under the ſhady Apple- Lree - | 
Thee did I Raile and Rear. 
Thy Mother Travell'd there with Thee; 
Thy Native Place was there. 


E. O Seal mine [mage on thy Hearr, 
O Seal ic on chy Arm : 
For Laye, like Death, doth caſt its Dart 3 


And ]caloulic is Warm. 4 
FR 2Tis 
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Tis like the Grave, whole keen defi re 


Nothing can fab de. £ 
d, | The Coalsthereof are Coals of Fire 
That flame moſt ychemently. 


i 


7. Waters can't quench Eoves Flame,nor 


[f one for Love would give his Goods, 
The-Price would be too low. 
Lhe Jewtth Church. 

'( 8. No Breaſts on our {mal} Siſter grow, 

Nor is She yet Admir'd, 

W har ſhall we for our Siſter do 

When She ſhall be deſir'd ? 

CHRYST. 

9, Well build on Her a Silver Court, 
If She aIWall ſhall be, 

Or if a Door, ' Her we I Support 
With Bard) of Cedar-Tree, 
Lhe Jewiſh Church. 
10. Tam a Wall both {trong and Tall, 
My Breaſts, like Towers, are conind; ; 

| (I then his Sight did much delight, 
As One thatF avour found, Bt 


C3 


Can Loves heighr ovaflow. (Floods 


| 


Tye Song of: Songs . 
CHRIST. 


11. At Baal-Hammon, Solomon 

A Vineyard dtd poſſeſs. 

Keepers he ſent to the intent 

They might. his Vineyard dreſs. 

And thas with them he did agree, 
That for. the Fruit it gave, 

A Thouſand Silver Pieces be, 

| .& each of them ſbauld hewe. 


12. My Vineyard which belongs to Mes 


I know wot how to ſpare. 
It ever Lies before mine Eys, | 
lt is my Conſtant Care. 


But thou, 0 Solomon, muſt haye 
A Thouſand for thy Gains ; 

And thoſe that keep its Fruit may Crave 
Two Hupdred for their pains. 


. 13. And now farewell thou that doſt dwell 
In Gardens bere below; 
' Als thy Companions hear thy Voice 
- 80 id Me War it too, 


p9'l 
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The Church 
I4- . aſt my Beloved like a Rae 


Which ſoon her Courſe fulfils ; 
O that thou werrt like a ug Hart 
Upon the Spicy rragns't” 


oe... 
— ——— 


The FARAPHRASE. 

CHAP. VIIE. 

Lhe Church. 

Ord that thon wert as near to Mo 
As is my Mothers Son. 

Such Freedom ſhould I have with Thee 
As if we both were One. 

I would impart my very Heart 
To one that was ſo near, 

V Vhole nearne(s ſhould adyance my Love 
Above all Slaviſh fear. 


2. Gods Holy Church, my Mother Dear, 
Should Me ſuch LeQures Read, 
I Should provide ſuch Heavy oly Chat, 
V Vheceon thou Loy lt to Feed. 


3. And then ſhonldſt thou thy Love 
The Riches of thy Grace, ( diſplay, 
Thyl 


I '' 


I » 


: 
l 


F. 


F 
oy 


| 
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Thy left Hand then my Head ſhould Seay, 
Thy Right my Heart embrace. 


= Chriſts Love my Heart doth ſo inflame, 

" This Charge I needs muſt give ; 

All ye that own his Sacred Name 

Do not his Spiric Grieve. 

* Loxd, leave us not ; yet if thou wilt, 
With Tears we'll own thy Right, 

Buta Departure forc'd by Guile 

on Tempeſtuous Night. 


wcak Chaiſtians: 
6. What ftrange Aſpiring Souls are thoſe 


Which do this World diſdain, 
Who on their Lord themſelves repoſe, 


. Heaw ns Kingdom to obtain. 


The Church. 
Under thine Ordinances Shade 


I Sought and found thine Aid ; 
| For there thine Entrance ficſt was made» 


Thy Graces firſt Conveighd. 


. 
_ 


6. Lord bear my, Name upon thy ] Breaſt, 
\* tEpgrave ic on thy Heatr, 


There 


Which is SOLOMONS. 
There ler ic be fo Sure poſſeſt 
Ic chence ſhall ne're Wepare, 
» | For Love, like Death. doth caſt 3 its Dart, | 
Which' Wounds Me co the quiek. 
Thy Preſence, Lord, Supports my Heart. 
. Thy abſence makes it Sick. 
Shouldſt chou bur {cemingly diſdain 
My Heart ſo deep Engag'd, 
I ſhould be Tortur'd with {uch pain 
As could not be allwag'd. 
O Love Me, Lord, or elſe I dy, 
Thee, Lord, my Love doth Crave. 
My Lord, Shouldfi thou my Love deny, 
My Love would be my Grave. 
My Love doth: Flame, my [ealouſy 
So burns my Hearc and Eycs., 
} muſt embrace my Lord, or I 
Mult be Loves Siorifice 


4T 


| 
| 


7. Whoſe Seas of trouble cannot quenc [; 

Loves Everlaſting Fre, | ; 
Though Hell oppole, whom I have Choſe 
F cavnort but admire. 


Nong 


| | 
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None but a Chriſt, none but my Lord, + 
No Bribes can take with Me; 

A proffcr'd World would be abhorr'd, 
A Chiiſt and none bue He! | ( 


The Jewtfh Church. 
8. Remember the Blind Nations, Lord; 
Who in a Dungeon Grope, 
And lack the Sun fhine of thy Word, 
Yet Pris'ners are of Hope. 

When once the Hour of "hy deſign 
Hath on theſe Captives Shane, _ 
When they areCall'd and own'd for thine, 

'- V Vhat ſhall be further done ? 


CHRYJST. 


9. If they be Conflaut ts my Name, 
And Firmly hold my Word, | 
They ſball be Bleft with $ trenath and F ame, 
} » And Honour d by their Lord, 
If they will open at my Cally 
| That I with them may dwell, 
| F'll bold them Faſt and make them Lift 
Acaini the Gates of Hell. Þ 
Ly: 
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Lhe Jewiſh Church: 
10. Lorg, [ am Conſancto thy Name, 
And Firmly hold thy VVord. 
(1 had a Smile 6pon'the ſame 
From my moſt Gracious Lord.) 
CHRIST. 
11 I[ nor admire nor imitate 
Thoſe who their Vineyards Let. 
Who of t bear profet ag Abate, 
That they ſome Eaſe may get. 
12. My Church and Vineyard is alway 
My Care and my Delight, 
| 1 my Self keep it every Day, 
And Watch it every Night. 
Dreft by my Hand, Waich'd by my Ey 
- Its Fruit io Me Abounds. 
The Praiſe of its Fertility 
Wholly to Me Redounds. 
1 3- My Deareſt Charch, who art Compos'd 
Of divers Companies, 
Now we have both our Mind: di{clos d, 
Fill End with this Adwvice. 
As all thy Members give an Ear 
Unto thy Gracious Strain, 


o 
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So let Mc often from Thee Hear, | 
Until we Meet again, 


The Church. 


IT 4- Ah my dear Saviour / pity Me, 
Preſerve Me in thy Hearc, 
And Oh make haſt, make haſt, that we 


May Meecc and nevde part, 


$$24222:4£20624 22:32:58) 


FINIS. 


a 


[ 


PETIT EIA LIL ELII ELLE 


IVES 


LAZARUS 


Sacred Poem: 


J Co * _ 3 . | A 

4 LO —_—_ Printed for Richard Northcott, 
at tf arid id Arc: $0ynIng 
bak / ve art inet and Archor, A dzoyning 
i - | - ; , ; | of %. 
v St. Peter; Alley Cornbil #0501 (691, 


